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PROLOGUE. 


Written by N. ROWE, Eſq; 
Spoke by Mr. BETTERTON. 


F humble Mises that drag the Marriage Chain 
IT ith curſed dogged Husbands, may complain 

If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as ce by you, 
T7 hey may, at leaſt, for Alimony ſe. 
Rug , wwe veſolve to make the Caſe our own, . 
Betæveen the Plaintiff Stage and the Defendant- Town, 
Il hen firſt you took us from our Father's Houſe, 
And lovingly our Intereſt did eſpoinſe ; 
You kept us fine, careſs'd and lodo d ns here, 
And Honey-Moon held out above Three Year ; 
At lenoth, for Pleaſures known do ſeldom Inſt, 
Frequent E njoyments pall'd your SprinEtly 4 afte 3 
And tho at firſt you did not quite neglect, 
We found yeur Leve cuas dævindled to Reſpect ; 


Sometimes, indeed, 4s in your H ay it ſell, 


You ſtepp'd, and call to fre if wwe <vere «well. 
Now, quit? eſtrang d. this eoretched Place your ſhit, 
Like bad [i ine, Buſineſs, Duels, or a Dun. 

Have cue for this increas'd Apolio's Race? 

Been ten pregnant with your M its embrace? 
And borne you many chopping Babes of Grace? 
Some ugly Toads <ye had, and that's the Curſe, 
They <were ſo like you, that they ard the cuorſe; 
Hor this to Nizht che are not much in Pain, 

Look ont, and if you like it, Entertain ; 

{f all the Midwife ſays of it be true, 

There are ſome Features too like ſore of you ; 

For us, if you think fitting to foriake it, 

We mean to run away, and let the Pariſh take it. 


J 


A 2 E PI- 


- _ 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by Mrs. SANT LOV. 


An 

S one condemmd, and ready to become A. 

For his Offences paſt, a Pendulum; A 

Dees ere he dies, beſpeak the learned Jhreng, An 

Jen, like the Swan, expires in a Song. In 
S, (tho doubtful long cobich Ruot to c hocſe, 

Ii Lether the Hangman g, or the Marriage Neoſe) | 

Condemm d good People, as you ſee, for Life, No 

Jo play that tedious, janglius Game, a Wife, You 

Have but one Word of good Advice to jay, To 

Before the doleful Cart draws quite away. = 

, #3 

You Roaring Beys, who know the Midnight Cares An 

Of rattling Tatts, ye Sons of Hopes and Fears: Not 

Il Jo labour hard to bring your Ruin on, th 


Jud dilizertly toil to be undone; 

tou're Fortune's ſporting Footballs at the beſt, 
Pew are bis 295 and ſmall the Gameſter's Reſt : 
Stup:ſe then Fortune only rules the Dice, 

And on the Szuare you play; yet, <uho that's Wiſs, 
World to the Credit of a faitbleſs Main, | 
Truft his good Dad's hard. getten hoarded Gatn ? 
But then ſuch } ultures round a T able wait, 

Ard bouring evatch the Bubble's ſickly Stute; 

The ycung fond Gambler covetous of more, 
Li%2 {Eiop's Dog, loſes his certain Store. 
Then the Spunge ſgueex d by all, grows ary, 
Compleatly wretched turns a Harper tos; 
Theſe Pools, for ævant of Bubbles too, play fair, 

And loſe to one another on the Square; | 
$o Fi hores the Ii ealth from numerous Culls they glean, 
Hill. ſpend on Bullies, and grow poor again. 


ud now 


Tlis © 


Cv 1 


is Itch for Play bas like iſe fatal been, 
And more than Cupid drawn the Ladies in, 
A Thouſand Guineas for Baſlet prevails, 
A Bait, when Caſh runs low, that ſeldom fails; 
And when the Fair One can't the Debt defray, 
In Sterling Coin, does Sterling Beauty pay. 


In vain we labour to divert your Care, 
Nor Song, nor Dance can bribe your Preſence here, 
You fly this Place like an infections Air. 
To yonder happy Quarter of the Town, 
You croud ; and your own Fav rite Stage diſozun ; 


ie ire like old Miſtreſſes, you love the | ice, 


And hate us only cauſe we once did pleaſe. 
Nor can we find hoaw elſe tis ave deſerve, 
{ike Tantalus, 'midſt Plenty thus to ftarxe, 


; 


—— _—_— W „ ͤ 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Men. 


Sir Thomas I alere, Father to Falere 
tlie Gameſter. — — [ Mr. Freeman. 
Derar.te, his Brother, in ove 
w n Arpelica. 3 — 0 Mr. Corey. 
Yourg / alere, a Gentleman much 
in Love with Angelica. — 
Mr. Lovezwell, in Love with Lady 
WA ealthy. _ — — 


[ Mr.Verbruggen. 


Fur. Betterton. 


Marquiſs of Hiluard, a ſuppoſed ; 

Teh NMarquiſs 20 IP — Flur. Fieldhouſe. 
Hec tor, Valet ro JV. alere, — . Mr. Pack. 
Mr. Galoon, a Taylor. — — — Mr. Smeaton. 


Count Cogdie, Mr. Dickins. 
1ſt Gentleman, {Three Gameſters, > Mr. Weller. 
2d Gentleman, Mr. Knap. 

Box- Keeper — 


Women. 


Lady * ealthy, a very vain Coquet- 
tiſh Widow, very Rich, Siſter 
to Angelica, — — — 

Angelica, in Love with Valere 

Betty, V oman to the Lady Wealily. 


Mrs, Barry. 


Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Mrs. Parſons. 


Favourite, Woman to Angelica. Mrs. Hunt. 
Mrs. Security, One that lends ? 

Money upon Pawns. — — 5 Mrs. Wallis. 
Mrs. Topknet, a Millirer. — Mrs. Fieldhouſe. 


Mr. Francis Lee. 
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FF 


. 


The Curtain draws up, and diſccvers Hector in 
an Elbow-Chair, juſt waRkii'g, 107 ng, 


Flect. FI Lefs me ! "Tis broad Day-light; Who the De- 

vil wou'd ſerve a GamgsTER! Tis à cur- 
ſed Life, this that I lead. O, my dear Bed, how 
ſeldom do I viſit thee! When ſhall I be lapt in the 
Fold of thy Embraces, and ſnore forih my Thanks? 
I, that cou'd enjoy ince Four and Twenty Hours toge- 
ther, am groen a perfect Stranger to thy Charms. 
O! My precious Maſter! Now, Ten io One, will 
he come Home with an empty Pocket; and then will 
he be confoundedly out of Humour: Then ſhan'c I 
dare ask him for any Dinner. Thus am I robb'd of 
the two chiefeſt Pleaſures of my Life, Eating and 
Sleeping. | N 


Enter Ars. FAVOURITE. 
Fav. Good morrow, Monſieur Hector» Where is 


your ſweet Maſter ? 


Hect. Aſleep. 

Fay. J muit ſee him. 
Feit. My Maſter fees no Body when he's afleep, 
Fav. I muſt ſpeak with him. | 
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Hect. Indeed, ſweet Mrs. Favourite, but you can- 
nar. 

1 Fav. P'ſhaw I tell you I muſt, and will ſpeak with 
nim. 

Hect. With who Child ? 

Fav With who! Why, with 7 alere. 

Flect, Heark'e, wou'd you ſpeak with my Maſter in 
propria Perſona, or with his Picture? 

Hav. Leave Fooling, for 1 come not upon ſo merry 
a Meijzge as you imagine, 

Fect. Why then, to be ſerious, my Maſter is not 
come in: He's a Man of Buſineſs, Child, and neglects 
his Eaſe to follow that. 

Fav. Yes, yes, I gueſs the Buſineſs; he is at ſha- 
king his Elbows over a Table, ſaying his Prayers back- 
wards, counting the Dice like a Miſtreſs, and curſin 
them when he 1s diſappointed. Between you and r 
Angelica knows his Extravagance ; and finding he 
brealcs all the Oaths he made againſt Play, reſolves to 
ſee him no more. 

Lect. If he has loſt his Money, this News will break 
his Heart. 

Fav. Tell him, that I ſay he has deceiv'd more Wo- 
men than he has plaid Games at Hazard ; and 

Fect. You ſay—Ay, I find Dorante, my Maſter's 
Uncle, has given you a retaining Fee: What ſhou'd 
me do wich that old Fellow ? 

Jad. On! He's a Lover ripe with Diſcretion. 

Bert. Ay, but Women generally love green Fruit 
delt: ueſides, my Maſter's handſome. 

Fav. Re handiome! Behold his Picture juſt as he'll 
appear this Morning, with Arms a-croſs, down-caft 
Eyes, no Powder in his Perriwigg, a Steenkirk tuck'd 
in to hide the Dirt, Sword-knor unty'd, no Gloves, 
and Hands and Face as dirty as a Tinker. This is the 
very Figure of your beautiful Maſter. 

Feet. The Jade has hit it. 

Fav. And Pocket as empty as a Capuchin's. 

Hect. Hold, hold, this is Spite, meer Spite and 
burning Envy. 


Fav. 


Maft 


an- 


2. 


9 


! 


The GAMESTER. ; 


Fav. Ay, "tis no Matter for that; I'll take care he 
ſhan't deceive my Miſtreſs: For ſhe that marries a 
Gameſter that plays upon the Square, as the Fool your 
Maſter does, can expect nothing but an Alms-Houie 
for a Jointure. Once more I tell you, that Dorante 
has both Reaſon and Favourite of his Side. 

Hect. And we have Love on our Side; and Love 
never fails to conquer Reaſon: For your Part, you are 
like the Sit, take any Side for Pay. 

Fav. Is not Valere aſham'd, the only Son of ſich a 
Family, to leave his Father's Houſe, and ſneak up and 


down in Lodgings ? 


Gown here | 


Hect. You're Miſtaken, Mrs. Favourite; he did not 
leave his Father's Houſe : But his Father, who is as 
obſtinate as the Devil, and as ill-natur'd as a Dztc/ man- 
turn'd him out. 

Fav. He was a dutiful Child in the mean time. Well, 
you may take my Word, he will have ſmall Welcome 
ar our Houſe: I ſhall let my Lady know he 1s a Ga- 
ming; ſo ſweet Mr. Hector, adieu. (Exit, 

Hect. Farewel, Mrs. Fripery ; T am glad I know my 
Maſter's Enemy however. Ho! Here he comes. 


Enter VALERE, in Diſorder. 


Fal. Sirrah, what's a Clock ? | 

Hect. It is——in Troth, Sir, I have been up fo | ng, 
J have forgot. | 

Val. Away, I am weary of your Fooleries. My 
Night-Gown, quick, quick. The Devil, the Devil. 

Elect. Ah! I find where about he is, he ſwears be- 


tween his Teeth. 


Val. So hey! What, muſt I wait all Day? My 
(Valere f#/1/ cvalès about, and Hector 
ftill following him <with the Gown. 
Hect. Tis ready Sir. | 

al. What a Dog am I? I know I. have no Luck, 
yet Can't forbear playing. Oh, For: one, Fortune! But. 
why do I exclaim again her! l be even with her 
E warrant her; ſhe Las made me lofe, bur 1 defy her 


to. make me pay, for the Devil a Soule have I. 


Elachs 
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Hect. Sir, Sir, pleaſe to put on your Gown, Sir. 

Lal. Get you to Bed, you Dog, and don't trouble me. 

Hect. With all my Hcart Sir. (Exit. 

(Valere ſits down in the Arm d. Chair. 

Val. I think J am fleepy. Death! 'Tis impoſſible to 
fl:ep: (riſes) For I can no ſooner ſnut my Eyes, bur 
methinks my Evil Genius flings Am's Ace before me. 
T hy, Fector, Sirrah ; that Rogue ſleeps happy: Why, 
Jetter. 

Hef. Sir ——( From the bottom of the Stave, unbutton d. 

Fal. Sir——you Sot, are you never tir'd with fleep- 
ing ? | 
The Tir'd—W hy, Sir, I han't had Time to unbut- 
ton my Coat yer. 

/'a]. Was any Body here to ask for me? 

Fle#. Yes, Sir, Here was your Muſick-Maſter, and 
your Danctng- Maſter. 

'al Ay, they want their Quarteridge, I ſuppoſe. 

Fe#. They'll call again, Sir. | 

al. Then I'm not at Home, Sir. 

ect. Oh! I know that, Sir. Bur, Sir, here was a 
kind of # kind of a ſhabby - look'd Fellow He 
ſaid his Name was Cos die: He'll call again too. 

al. J know him not. None cle? 

Hect. Yes, Sir, a Back-Frierd of yours. Sir, may I 
be fo bold, as to ask you one Queſtion? Do you love 
the cnarming Angelica ? | | 

Fal. Love her! 1 adore her! 

Hect. Ah! That's an ill Sign. Now do I know he 
has not a Penny in his Pocket. Ah, Sir, your Fob, 
like 2 Zaromcier, ſhews the Temper of your Heart, as 
that does the Weather. | 

Val. Don't you imagine, whatever Paſſion I have 
for Play, that 1 have not Power to forget that amiable 
Creature! 


Hect. Ah, Sir, but if that amiable Creature ſhou'd 


have baniſk'd you 


al. Impoſſible !? 
Hect. alk not of Impoſſibilities, good Sir, for pert 
Mrs. Fatourite is jaſt gone; who, 1 find, hates yon. 


and 
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and ſwears her Lady has declared for your Uncle. Ah, 


Sir—whar ſhe ſays is not al ogether falſe ; (ſhaking bis 


ead) for notwithitanding you have {worn heartily 


to Angelica never to play again, you do throw away a 


merry Main ; or ſec, Sir 

Val. Ceaſe your Impertinence ; I give you leave: 
jet upon my Loſſes, but my Miſtreſs touches my Heart, 
Sirrah. | 
Hiect. ( Aſide.) Ah! Love's Fever is always higheft 
when the Caſh is at an Ebb. But, Sir, be not ca! 
down, I have heard them ſay, a new Paſhon is the only 
Thing to cure an old one. There's the charming 
Widow of my Lord Wealiby, her Siſter, richer than 
Angelica Ah, Sir! Had you but made your Addrel- 
ſes rhere. 

Lal. There ! She is the only Woman I wou'd avoid. 
She's a Coquet of the firſt Rate; Addreſſes all, ard 
cares for none. How did ſhe tyranmze over my Friend 
Lovecvell be fore ſhe married my Lord, tho' he is a Gen- 
tleman without Exception? And now ſhe's playing the 
ſame Game over again; for the good-natur'd Vcllow is 
in Love ſtill. 

Hlect. Truly, Sir, I believe the Frent h Marquiſs will 
Carry 1c ; 

Lal. No, he is too much of her Temper. Hark! 
Who's chere: 

Hect. A Dun, I warrant. 

al. I am nor within, Sirrah. 

Elect. Ou, Sir! Your Facher. 

Lal. Ah! That's worſe; now will he rail as heartily 
againſt Gaming, as the Fanaticks againſt Plays. 


Enter Sir Thomas VALERE. 


Sir Th», What, what are you up? This is not a 


 Gameſter's Hour; or have you not been in Bed all 


Night? That's molt likely. 
Hect. (Aſide.) He's the Devil of a Gueſſer. Indeed 
my Matter keeps as early Hours zs any Man, III 1ay 


that for him, 


Sir 
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Sir Tho. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah, or I ſhall break | 


your Head ; your Freedom will not paſs on me. 


Hect. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir; I've done, | 


Str, I've done. 


Sir Tho. I am come to make the laſt Tryal of you, 
Sir. Your Courſe of Life is ſo very ſcandalous, that 
unleſs I ſee a ſpeedy and fincere Reformation, I have 
reſolv'd to diſtnherit you; then try if what has ruin'd * 


— will maintain you: But, do you hear, quit the 


ame of your Ance ors, who never yet pr odur'd ſuch F- 
a Profligate. Fhe Eftate has not been reſerv'd ſo long 


in the Family to be thrown away at Hazard. 


Hect. Short and pithy: We're in a hopeful way. Aide. 
Val. Sir, IJ have been revolving in my Mind all my 
Acks of Folly, and am aſham'd that I harbour'd them 
fo long, and now am arm'd with manly Reſolutions; 


forgive my paſt Faulcs, and try my future Conduct. 


Sir . If I could believe thee real, my Joys would | 


be compleat. 


Hect. Ak! I ſmoak the Defign ; a little Money is 1 
wanting. * Afede. | 


Vat. My cruel Uncle, who never was a Friend to 


you, now endeavours to ſupplant me in Angelicas Heart; 


you know I live but in her. 


Sir Tho. I know your Love, and the only Thing F J 


fike in you: She's a virtuous. Lady, and her Fortune's 


large; tis baſe, and moſt unfit my Brother's Years, to 


become your Rival, 


Hect. Ah, Sir, if my. Maſter loſes her, I dare ſwear- 7 


it will break his Heart. In my Conſcience, I believe 


it is Love keeps him awake, and puis Gaming into his 


Lead. 5 


Sir Tha. Well, Son, if you obtain her, I'll forgive I 


our Fault, and pay. your Debts once more. 
al. Sir, I don't doubt it; but I'm a little out of 
Meney at preſent. 
Hera Humpht _ 
Fal. Money, S r, is an Ingredient abſolutely neceſſa- 
vy in a Lover: A Hündred Guintas would accompliſh 
my. Dehgn, 


Y 
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Hect As I gueſs'd. F 
Sir The. At your old Trick again—No, no; I have 
ne, } been too often covzen'd with your fair Promiſes. 
| Val. Try me this Time ; lend me but Fifty. 

Sir Tho. No. 

Val. Twenty. 

Sir Tho. No. 

Val. Ten. | 

Sir Tho, No. 

Hect Hard-hearted Je. Aide. 

Val. Five, Sir; for I can't go without ſome Money. 
Sir Tho. Not a Souſe from me. | 

Hect. One, Sir; that we may dine ; for I am ſure 
my Maſter has not a Groar, by his Humility. 
Sir Tho, No; if you are hungry, go fling a merry 
Main for your Dinner. 

Hect Ah, Sir, I never was ſo well bred: Beſides I 
hate truſting to Chance for my Food. 

Sir Tho. I admire you have liv'd ſo long, with your 
Maſter then, Look ye, Valere, get you to Angelica; 
out with your Uncle, and you ſhan't want Money. In 
the mean time, Sirrah, do you get me a Lift of his Debts. 

Fleet. es, Sir.— There's ſome hopes L may come in 
for my Wages. (Aſide. 

Val. Sir, I obey you in every Thing and fly to. 
Angelica. Heark ye, Raſcal, get me ſome Money, or 
I will cut your Ears off. (Aſide to Hector) ( Exit. 

Hect. Money! Mercy gn me; where ſhall I ger ic 2 
Well, I thiak I am bewitch d to him. | (Exit. 
Sir Tho. If I can but reclaim my Child, and match. 


him to Angelica, 1 ſhall date the happieſt Part of my. 
Life from this Moment. 


Enter Co DIR. 


Cog. Sir, your maſt humble Servant; is not your 
Name Valere? | 
Sir 750. Ie is, Sir. 
Cog. Sir, I come to offer you my beſt Service. 
Sir Tho, In what, pray Sir ? : 
. 
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Coge Sir I am Maſter of all Sorts of Games, and live 
by that noble Art. My Name is Cogdie, call'd by ſome 
Count Cg die. 

Sir Tho. He takes me for my Son ! III humour it, 
and hear what the Rogue has to ſay. (Aſide) Well, 
Sir, what then ? 

Cog. Hearing of your ill Fortune at Play, I came, our of 
pure Gene roſity, ro teach you the Managemenc of the Die. 

Sir Tho. The Management of the Die; Why, is 
that to be taught? | 

Cog. O! Ay, Sir; to learn to Cog a Die nicely, re- 
quires as good a Genius as the Study of the Mathema- 
ticks. Now, Sir, here 1s your true Dice, a Man ſeldom 

ets any Thing by them : Here 1s your falſe, Sir, hey, 
— they run. Now, Sir, thoſe we generally call 
Doctors. 

Sir Tho. The Conſumption rather. Mercy upon me 

What is our World come to ( Aſide. 


Cog. Come, throw a Main, Sir, then Ill inſtruct you | 


how to nick it; he is very dull. I tell you, Sir, in 
this Age, *'tis neceſſary that Children learn to play 
before they learn to read. 

Sir Tho. I tell you, Sir, that I am amaz'd the Go- 
vernment never preferr'd you to the Pillory for your 
wonderous Skill, 

Cog. I find his ill Fortune has put him horribly ont 
of Humour : I ſay again, that learning to play is of 


more uſe, than Fa, La, Mi, &1, or cutting a Caper. 


Sir Tho. I'll Fa, La, Caper, you Dog ; know I am 
his Father, and hate Gaming, and all ſuch Raſcals as 


yon are. But ſtay I'll pay you your Wages for the 
Care you took of my Son. 


Cog. Sir, your humble Servant, Sir, not a Penny, Sir. 
Sir Tho. No, Sir, a Cane. 


Cog. Not in the leaſt, Sir; I, I, I wou'd not give you 
the Trouble by no means, Sir. What a Sot was I, to 
miſtake the Father for the Son, (Exit running. 


) Enter 


Angelica s Lod gings, ſo nicely dreſt; his ass. be- 
0 


of Brais : But juſt as he was ſtepping in 


We GAMESTER. 15 


Enter He rok running. 


He#. O, Sir! Undone ! Undone ! Undone ! 

Sir Tho,, Undone ! when wert thou otherwiſe ? 
Hect. Ah, Sir, but my Maſter, my Maſter 
Sir Tho. What of him ? Surely he was given me for 


'2 a Curſe. 


Hee. Ay, Sir! As my Maſter was juſt ſtepping into 


lieve, had a Pound of Hair, and two Pound o wader. 
in it; ie look'd ſo pretty, that had ſhe bur ſeen him, 
ſhe mult have lov'd him, tho” her Heart had been made 


Sir Tho. She ordered her Footman to ſhut the Door 
upon him, I ſuppoſe, hearing his continued Extrava- 
gance. 

Hect. No, no, Sir, worſe than that; a flovenly filthy 
Fellow whipt his Sword from his Side, whilſt another, 
as bluff as a Midnight Conſtable, flapt him on the 
Back with an Action of Forty Pounds. | 

Sir Tho. Ha! And did Angelica fee it? 

Ee. No, no, Sir, we being cunning, wheedled 'em 
to the Tavern; and 'tis but giving 'em a luſty Bottle, 
Sir, and I werrant we pec it off for Ten Guineas, 

Sir 7 bo: How's this, an Action of Forty Pounds got 
off for en Guinezs ? I ſuſpect a-Trick-—Come, ſhow 


me the Way to this Tavern. 


 Hleft. What ſhall I do now: Sir, I, I, I came in ſuch 
Haſte that I never thought to look up at the Sign. 


Sir Tho. Then you are likely to carry the Money, | 


Sirrah ; Sirrah, this Sham won't take; the next Time, 
Raſcal, lay your Lies cloſer, Rogue. (Slaps bim.) [ Exit. 
Hiect. Ah, Hector] Hector] Thou art no good Plotter. 

ell, I draw this Comfort from it, however, I ſhall 
never dread the Gallows for Plotting. | 


Enter VALERE. 


— 


Val. Well, I have over-heard all; I thought what 
| Ele, 


your Projects wou'd come to. 
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Heck. Why, Sir, the wiſeſt Men ſometimes fail; and 
you muſt own, that I ſtudy as hard as a ſtarving Poet 
for your Intereſt : But if my Plots, like their Poetry, 
miſcarry, tis no Fault of mine. c 

/al. You'll ſtill be witty out of Seaſon ; but prithee 
what's to be done now: 

Hect. Oh, Sir! Yonder goes Mrs, Security, who lent 
you once a Hundred Guineas upon your Diamond Ring 
that you loſt at Play: 

Val. 1 remember I gave her Fifty for the Uſe of it: 
But, however, call her in this Extremity, and bring 
up a Bottte of Sack with you. (Exit Hector.) Now * 
for the Art of Perſuaſion to ſqueeze this old Spunge of 
fifty Guineas, that may make me Maſter of a thouſand * 
before Night. 

| S 
Enter ExcrtorR and Mrs. SzcukIir v. 


Pal. Mrs. Security, good morrow. 
Mrs. Sc. Mr. Valere, your very humble Servant. 


Val A Chair there, quickly, Mrs. Security, let us 10 
renew our old Acquaintance, and cement it with a 


Glaſs of Sack. * 
Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Mr. Valere] I never drink in a 
Morning. . 
Val. What, not a Glaſs of Sack ? Come, Hector, fill. 
My Service to you. 
Mrs. Sec. Pray, young Man, give me but a little. 
Hal. Fill it up, I fay. 
Mrs. Sec. Oh, dear Sir! Your Health. (Drinks hat. + 
4 al. What, my Health by Halves? I'll not bate you 
a. drop. 
Mrs. Sec. Well, I profeſs it will be too ſtrong for me. 
Val. Hector, does not Mrs. Security look very hand- 


ſome ? 4 


Elect. Truly, Sir, I think. ſhe grows younger and 
younger. 

Mrs. Sec. Away, you make me bluſh. 

ect. Ah! She'll have another Husband, I ſee by 
thoſe Roguiſh Eyes. 
| Mrs,. 


caſion to try your Kindneſs. 


which ſhall be repaid 
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Mrs. Sec. Fie, fie, Mr. Hector; theſe Eyes have 
done nothing but wept: ſince my good Husband, Ze- 
Riel Security, died; and the more, becauſe he died ſud- 


denly. [/eeps. 


Hect. Suddenly! Good lack! Good lack! It * 


makes me weep to think ont. 


Mrs. Sec. He died in his Vocation, juſt ſealing a Bond. 
Val. Ah! Wou'd thou wert with him, ſo I had a 


4 little of thy Money. (Aſide.) Hector, fill t'other 
3 Glaſs to Mrs. Security to wath away Sorrow. 


Mrs. Sec. O, dear Sir, I thank you for your Civility; 


and you ſhall find me always ready to ſerve you. 


Val. I do believe you, Mrs. Security, and have oc- 
Hef. Ay, my Maſter pitch'd upon you. 

Mrs. Sec. He knows he may command me. 

Val. I would borrow fifty Guineas, Mrs. Security, 


Mrs. Sec. I don't doubt it, Sir, in the leaſt; for 
you know my Way A Pledge If it be not quite 


double the Value, I won't ſtand with a Friend: And 
it ſhall be as ſafe as my Eyes, that J aſſure you. 


Val. Humph! 
Hect. Ah, Duce on't, here's the Sack loft. 
Mrs. Sc. You had your Ring again, Mr. Yalerg : 


\ And I hope you don't miſtruſt me now. 


Val. Miftruſt you? No, no, Madam. Hector, fetch 


. Mrs. Security a Pledge. 


Hect. A Pledge, Sir? Bleſs me ! What does he mean 


now? A Pen and Ink, Sir? 


Val. Ay, ay, Mrs. Security ſhall have my Note. 
HFlect. As good as any Pledge in England. 
Mrs. Sec. It may be ſo——But I promiſed good Ze- 


tie / to be wary of the Money he left me: Yea, and I 
will be very wary. 


Hect. And very wicked 
Val. Refuſe my Note! I ſcorn your Money. 
Hef. I'd have you to know, my Maſter's Note is. as 


good as a Banker's-—ſometimes, when the Dice run 
Vell. A | 
j | 18. 


ö 
| 
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Mrs. Sec. Nay, if you are angry for my fair Deal- 
ing, good morrow to you. 

Hee. O, Impudence ! She calls Cem. per Cent. fair 
Dealing—Go thy ways, - but take my Curſe along with 
rhee. May-fome Town Sharper perſuade that ſancti- 
Yu Face into Matrimony, and in one Night empty all 
thy Bags at Hazard. 

Mrs. Sec. Your Wiſhes hurt not me, ill-wanner'd 
Fellow. I'd have you to know, if I wou'd marry again, 
I cou'd have a | 

Val. Nay, nay, Miſtreſs, if we muſt have none of 
your Money, let's have none of your Impertinence. 

Hiect. Be gone, be gone, Woman, be gone. 


[ Puſhes ber off. 


Val. Oh! Deep Refletion——wou'd I cou'd avoid 
thee: To become the Scoff of mercenary W retches-— 
And thro' my own Miſmanagement, reduc'd to baſe 
Neceſſity. Oh, Angelica! I'll caſt a real Penitent be- 
neath thy Feet. 


And if once more thy Pardon I obtain, 
Love in my Heart ſhall the ſole Monarch reign. 


ANA ppp pp ppb ty TCT TTT TNA 
ACT II. 


Enter ANGELICA and FAVOURITE. 


Ang. Fter all his ſolemn Promiſes to quit that 

| ſcandalous Vice, when he can hold my 
Love upon no other Terms, does he ftill purſue that 
certain Ruin to his Fame and Fortune? But I reſolve 
to baniſh him my Heart, which he has juſtly loſt by 
his perfidious Dealing. I feel, I feel my Liberty re- 
turn; and I charge thee, Favourite, oral of him no 
more, 


— 
N F 
— * 
4 .. 


that 
m 
beg 
lve 
by 
re- 
no 


Tay, 


An. I do, poſitively, 
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| Fav. No, no, Madam, fear not me ; I hite him for 
Jour ſake, Madam: Was he like his Uncle; there's 
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e Man for my Money. 
Ang. Becauſe you have a large Share of his, I ſup- 
Joſe: Old Men muſt bribe high. Name neither to 
e, I hate Mankind. [Exit Favourite, 


Enter Lady W EALTHY. 


L. Veal. Well ſaid, Siſter; I hate Mankind too, 
id yet the Fellows will follow me; but who is the 
Ian that has put you out of Conceit with the whole 
x ? Valere? 
An. The ſame; no other had ever Power to ſhock 
niet Nor ſhall he; for this Moment I'll raze 
km from my Thoughts. 
L. Weal. If ſhe holds her Reſolution, I am happy. 
ide.) That Task may prove more difficult than you 
Wazgine, Siſter. Come, come, this is a Flight of ſudden 
Baſtion, that would fall upon the Sight of Valere. 
Ang. You miſtake, Siſter, my Reſentment is ground- 
© upon Reaſon. | 
L. Fal. 1 know he has given you Cauſe enough: 
t Love is Blind; had a Man uſed me ſo, I ſhould 
ve ſuſpected his Reality ſooner. | 
Ang. Why, do you think he loves me not? 
L. Neal. It looks with ſuch a Face 
Ang. Why then did he take pains to be reconcil'd ? 
L. Meal. Gallantry, mere Gallantry ; and ſhe that 
Innot diſtinguiſh, often miſtakes ir for a real Amour, 
Ah, Angelica] You are but a Novice yet, and don't 
derſtand the Beau-Monde. A Woman ſhou'd al- 
ays ſpeak more than ſhe thinks, and think more than 
ge writes, or ſhe'll ne'er be upon the Square with 
Men. : 
Ang. I ſhall neither write nor ſpeak to any of em 
r the future, I aſſure you. BRAT: 
L. Neal. And do you poſitively think you cou'd reſiſt 
Mlere, if he ſhould come in this Minute? 


L. Wael. 
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L. Wal. What, in his moſt moving Air? For you 6 3 
know he is Maſter of a falſe inſinuating Tongue: Shou'd 41 
he, I ſay, throw himſelf at your Feet in a Tone of ** 
Tragedy; cry, Forgive me, Angelica, or kill me if you N. 


leaſe; I'll not oppoſe the Blow, nor ſtrive to ſave my uch P. 
Lite by one poor Word-—-l love you, and only pou R014 
Does not your Soul tell you ſo in my Behalf 2 Will you 4 . Ji 
not anſwer me? Then riſing from his Knees, Will then, Agect⸗ 
ſays he, nothing but my Death wipe out my Fault! hat da 
Give it me then, cruel Fair; for now to live is Pain. If F 
I have loſt you, I have loſt all that's worth my Care. [ / 
Then offers to draw his Sword; at the Sight of which ug 
you are melted into Pity, and once again betray'd. Is h L 
not this true, Angelica? Ha, ha, ha. | 

Ang. I confeſs I have too often been deceiv'd-—-but F , 
now he ſhall find I am upon my Guard-—and were he, = 
the only one remaining of his Sex, I wou'd not— if! 
know my heart—marry him. 

L. Veal. I'm pleas'd to hear your Reſolution ; andy 
doubly pleas'd to find you Miſtreſs of your Paſſion— 
Tis a Point of Wiſdom to caſhier ſuch Follies as blind 
our Senſe, and make our Judgment crr. 3 

Ang. "Tis very true. I 

L. Heal. Believe me Siſter I had rather ſee yo 

married to Age, Avarice, or a Fool-—-than to Yalere, 
—for can there be a greater Misfortune than to marrj Hat Ie 
a Gameſter ? | : 
Ang. I know tis the high Road to Beggary. - | 
L. Meal. And your Fortune bring all ready Mone) 
will be thrown off with Expedition Were it as mine i: 
indeed But are you ſure your Hear is diſengag d? 

Ang. Why, do you doubt it? k 

L. Weal. I have a Reaſon, Siſter, that when you@h ;jr : 
have fatisfy*'d me you ſhall know. * 

Ang. Then be ſatisfy'd-— I will never ſee him more 
— Now the ſecret. WES | — 0 

L. Weal. then know I love him. 

Ang How ! Lou! 

L. Weal. Yes, I; where's the Wonder? 

Ang. You that advis'd againſt the Gameſter. i 

0 L. Teal. 
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L. Heal. That was for your good Siſter— Our 
ircumſtances are different My Eſtate's intail'd 


F you h to ſupply his Riots, and why ſhould I not 
hou'd 3 3 it pd the Man I like ? | 

ne of Ang What in that Mourving Weed reſolv'd on Ma- 
if you} rimony, and is your Lord forgot already Did I take 


Ve my uch Pains in rubbing your Temples, whilſt Favourite 
pply'd the Harcſhorn to your Noſe, when the faint- 


II you! pg Fits came thicker and thicker, and was it all bur 
be \ f#c&tation—- And does your dead Husband's Picture, 
ault ! 


hat dangles at your Watch there, ſerve only to put 
Jou in mind of another: ; f 
Care. Leal. And where's the Crime I lov'd him liv- 


which Ing as much as any Wife, or rather more; and did 

d. BYka Decency required when he died ut being free, 
I'm free to chuſe. 

but Ans. Then who ſo fit as Lovewwell for your Choice, 

ere he hoſe honourable Love has long purſu'd you. 

if L. Veal. You are not to direct my Inclination, 
Ans. Nor you mine Favourite, [Enter Favourite) 

* and f V alere comes, I will ſee him — Taat good you have 

hon-— | 


Dl p one, Bn. 1 
is Fav. See him, Madam | 
Ang. Yes, Impercinence. ; Exit Ang. and Fav. 
L. Veal. Ay, fee him, if thou wilt, but to little 
fee you) rpoſe-—-I doubt not his return, when once he finds 
Valere ncouragement, tis his Awe has kept him ſilent, not 
d marrj ar I care much for him neither; bur it is che greateſt 
lortification in Nature to ſee a handſome Fellow make 
: Jove to another before one's Face. [Enter Footman. 
Mone) Fit. Madam, the Marquiſs of Hazard to walt on 
mine ig pur Honour. 
ag d? RL. Veal. Pugh, that Fool. [Enter Marquiſs. 
Aarg. Hey, let my three Footmen wait with my 
nen youſhpair there the Raſcals have come ſuch a high Trot 
* F—:ihcy've jolted me worſe than a Hackney Coach 
im more d I'm in as much Diſorder- -as if I had not been 
Gc!sd io Day - Pardon me, Madam, I cook the Liber- 
to adjult myſelf, ere I approach'd you. 
L. Meal. 


BY Wea! . 


— . 
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L. Heal. You are the exact Mode of Dreſs—— 

Monſieur Marquiſs, methinks you are grown perfect 

our Tongue. l 
Marg. The Value I have for the Engliſß Ladis 

made me take particular Pains in the Study Do 

on't, I ſhall be diſcover'd, if I forget my French T 3 

— Ab, Madam, Vous parle Francois mieux que je par ſert 


P Ang lois. 1 
L. Veal. Ah, Point de tout Monſieur. a 
Marg. But there's no Language like the EY Siſte 

Madam—and Yours would ſet the World on Fire. I fire 
L. Veal. O, Gallant. | Aſſi 

Marg. SinGs to the H;doap. 1 Bi 

3 A. 

N vain You ſable Weeds put on, | Z ſery 
Clouds cannot long eclipſe the Sun ; Z lofin 

Nature has plac'd you in a Sphere, hs 

To give us Day-light all the Year ; nas 

b 'Tis avell for thoſe = 1 

Of Cupid's Foes, * TL 

That your Beauties thus ſbreuded lie; HY” 

For <vhen that Night © and 
Puts on the Light, | and 
What Crouds of martyr'd Slaves cvill die ! . 
= that 
Six ss to the Gameſter, when he has won Money. 
ATR Celia, ſhe is Nice and Cay, Anf 
| While ſhe hold the Lucky Lure; —_ 

Fler Repartees are Piſh and Fye, „lag 
And you in vain purſue ber. Mac 

| . 

Stay but till her Hand is out, | clar⸗ 
And ſhe become your Debtor ; your 

Addreſs ber then, and cuithout doubt; | * A 
Yow'll ſpeed a great deal beiter. 

It is the only a | you, 


W hen ſve has loſt at Play, 


(1 
4 A 
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To purchaſe the courted Favour, 
Forgive her the Score, 
And offer ber more, 

I' lay my Life you have her. 


— b 
zerfcct uy 


Marg. I had like to have fought laſt Night, for aſ- 
ſerting your Prerogative of Beauty. 
L. Heal. With whom pray? 
Marg. With /alere, whoſe continual Toaſt was your 
Siſter: I muſt confeſs it has given me a paſſionate De- 
2 fire of ſeeing her, that I may hereafter with greater 
Aſſurance maintain your Cauſe, | 
I. Weal. What would the Fellow have me introduce 
him My Cauſe don't want your Sword. 
* Alarg. She's jealous already; if my Footmen ob- 
= ſerve my Orders, ſhe'll ſecure me here for fear of 
loſing the Prize. [ Aſide. 
I.. al. This Fool's doubly my Averſion——now he 
has nam'd my Siſter. Would I were rid of him. 
Marq. Has your Lady ſhip play'd at Court this Winter? 
5 L. Weal. In my Weeds ? 
* Marg. Lask your pardon, Madam, but that Beauty 
and Gaiety nothing can eclipſe. Who can look on you, 
and mind your Dreſs ? | 
IL. J/eal. That's well enough expreſt—-But nothing 
that he ſays can pleaſe me now. 
Money. [Enter Footman, gives a Letter. 
* Footm. A Footman in Green, Monſieur, waits for an 
# Anſwer. | [Exit Footman. 
Marg. Is this a Time? Let him wait at the Choco- 
latę-Houſe at St. Zames's, an Hour hence — Oh, 
Madam, did you know how I languiſh for yau ! 
I. Hal. When did I give you leave to make a De- 
dcälaration of your Love MHonſie ur pray, read 
your Letter, and give the Lady an Anſwer. 
Marg. I confeſs it comes from a Lady but if 


[Enter another Footman. 
TDoctm. My Lady Gamewell has ſent three times for 
you, and will not beg in to play till you come. 


* ; Aar » 
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Marg. Allex Vous en Coquin Let her ſtay. = TI, 

| [Exit Footman. the! 
L. Meal. Inſolence ! What does the Fellow mean? WM 7, 
Marg. "Tis the greateſt Fatigue in Nature to hold a poſe. 


Correſpondence with Impertinence bur your Lady- L. 
ſhip is the Reverſe of — [Enter another Footman. Tho! 
votm. Sir, the Lady Amorous begs the Honour of Hou! 
your Company this Minute; Str Credulous is juſt gone Prer 
out of Town. 1 
Marg. La diable t'emporte-—ourt of my Sight-—Am I aſſur 
not engag d Es t 
L. Neal. Engag'd | Upon my Word you are not-— ſtand 
What Houſe is the Place you appoint to receive your o 
Aſſignations in : 
Marg. No, upon my Honour, Madam but I pre- pleaſ 


ſame they have ſcarch'd the whole Town——and ſee- Þ ther 
ing my Equipage, at your Door, were ſo audacious to beau 
ſend in their Mefſage——-bur I'll turn away my Foot- Þ to an 
men for this Embaraſſinent. | Bani: 
L. Via] Pray, let not my Houſe be diſtinguiſh'd by you! 
you, nor your Equipage for the future l am not to L. 
e us'd ſo, (anzerly.), Now for a ſet and grave Face to Stuff 


put me [Enter Love.] more out of Humour if poſſible. have 
Love. You ſeem in Diſorder, Madam 1 
L. Meal. Who can be otherwiſe, when People take diſob 
Liberty beyond the Bour.ds of good Manners 8 
Love. Who dares in my Lady Healtly's Houle ? ; L. 
(Lookir;g angerly at the Marquiſs, & Trut 

Marg. Lyon my Soul, Sir, ſhe takes it quite Wrong thee- 

$ 


—— r gonfoundedly jealous. Here 
Love. Sir, 1 am poſitive that Lady cannot be in the 

wrong: and read it in her Looks, your Abſence F Ma 

wou'd pleaſe her— ; my E 
Marg. Sir Hero 


Love. No Words here, Sir If you wou'd diſpute þ L. 
it, Fll meet you when, and where you pleaſe . 
Marg. Y our moſt humble Servant— (In a low Voice) and | 


You ſhall hear from me Hey, hey, who's there ?— bi 
My Servants Madam, as your Ladyſhip ſaid, I'm Þ}F © thi 
not to be us'd thus [Exit. | 


L. Weal. 


tman. 


an ? 


old a 
Jad y- 
Thoughts in 
Houſe? Shortly I ſhall be wiſh'd Joy; for this is a 
Prerogative above a depending Lover. 


am ! 


man. 


ur of 


gone 


51— 


pre- 


4 by 1 
ot to 
Ce 10 


Slaves, think on my Fidelity. 


take 


quiſs. | 


rong 


1 the 


ſence : 
= my Friend: 


ſpute 


Voice) 
EC !— 
I'm 
Erit. 
Veal. 


Truth on't 
thee 
Here comes the preſent Aſcendant of my Heart 


| and bleſt me with rhe O 
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L. Weal. Monſieur He's gone, I wou'd not loſe 

the Fop neither : 
Love. Gone Madam] ſo you wou'd have him, I ſup- 
ſe. | 

* 4 Meal. You ſuppoſe ! how dare you ſuppoſe my 

and who gave you this Privilege in my 


Lov. I plead no Merit; and my long ſucceſs!els Love 
aſſures me I have no Power but I underſtood 
L. Neal. You underſtood ! Ay, you always under- 


2 ſtand wrong, Mr. Lovecwve ll. 
your 
ſtill purſue a Brightneſs which I cannot fix———To 
2 pleaſe you has been my long and only Study; witnels 
| ſee- | 
us do 
Foot- 


Lov. I do confeſs I wander in the Mazes — ——and 


the many Years of awful Servitude I paid your Virgin- 
beauty, and the Pains I felt when I beheld you wedded 
to another : I could not bear the Sight, bur in a cruel 
Baniſhment paſs'd my unlucky Hours, till Fate in pity ſec 
you free, but all in vain, for ſtill my Portion is Deſpair. 
L. Heal. Nay, if you are running into that grave 
Stuft—I muſt leave you, tho' in my own Houſe for I 
have got the Spleen intolerably, and cannot endure it. 
Lov. No, Madam l'll retire I love too much ro 
Only when you reflect on your admiring 
( Exit. 
L. Heal. Thou art a poor conftant Fool, that's rhe 
and thou haſt Merit too, I'll fay that for 
but we Women don't always mind that —— }- 


(Enter Valere. 
now cou'd I make her 
Now for a ſerious Face and att 
Madam 8 
Sir | 
Val. My Stars ſhed their kindeſt Influence to Day 
ble rtunity of finding you alone 
—Pity is eſſential to the Fair, and ought to be extended 
to thoſe that fink beneath 4 Rigour of their Chains — 


L. Weal. 


Val. Ha, the Widow here 


Heroick Stile 
L. Weal. 
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L. Neal. Tis the Diverſion of your Sex to complain ; 


I believe Mr. Valere finds few barbarous in ours 


Fal. None more unfortunate in Love than I, and 


tho' my Heart is breaking, I'm forbid to tell my Pain. 
L. Meal. I hope 'tis to my Wiſh 


that lets you ſigh without Return 
to aſſiſt you 


Val. Oh, Madam, All, All's in your Power — You 3 


rule my Fate. | 


L. I/eal. Then you ſhall be happy 


cis fo 


Val. On my Knees let me receive the Confirmation 


and ſeal it here 
(Kneels and kiſſes ber Hand. 


Enter ANGELICA. 


of your Promiſe 


Ai. Ha] kneeling to my Sifter, faithleſs Man—— — 
Val. There, Madam, there's the angry Brow, that 
darts Diſtraction to my Peace: Your Aid to clear that 


Storm is what I ſu'd for 
L. Weal. Inſufferable ill Breeding 
Val. Oh, Angelica] I caſt me at your Feet. 

Ang. No, back to my Siſter's, there I found you. 
Val. Only to intercede to you 


L. Weal. Falſe, by my Honour, he was making vio- 


lent Love I'll teize her however. 
Fal. Making Love; what does ſhe mean? 
Ang. And you receiv'd it, I ſuppoſe. 


L. Heal. You interrupted me, cer I cou'd give my 


Anſwer. 
Fa]. Why, Madam, my Deſign you know 


I have not had ſo many ſighing, dying Lovers, buc I q 


can gueſs their Deſign 
Val. But mine was 
L. Neal. Oh, fie, don't declare it here 


rannize 
Ang. Tis not in your Power 


Val. Ob, the Devil Madam, I own "tis an Of- . 
| fence 1 


It may be me he l 
means, elſe why this Addreſs She muſt be very fuel, 
Is it in my PowÜ] r 


6 You know 1 
my Siſter has a Paſſion for you——and I wou'd nor ty- l 


plain; N 


T, and 


ain. 


me he 


cfuel, 1 
Power 


—Vou 


mation 


Hand. 


1—— 


y, that 
ar that 


u. 


g vio- 


ive my 


—— sa — 


ſigu 


„ bu 1 
I ſwear, whoſe Touch runs thrilling thro' my Heart 


1 know 


an Of- 1 
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fence to a Lady of your Beauty and Merit, to make a 
Declaration of Love 
L. Teal. Not at all, Sir——— when one likes the 
Perſon I'll conſider on'r but, hark'e, 
do not deceive my Siſter too far, it may be dangerous. 
Ang. Tis not in your Power — or his, to deceive 
me; 1 ſee thro* your ſhallow Artifices, and deſpiſe it. 
L. Feal. Thoſe that rely upon their own Judgment 
are ſooneſt caught. Siſter Remember, I have 
given you fair Warning (Exit. 
Val. I'm in amaze 
Ang. You need not- I know my Siſter's De- 
ſign but that's not my Quarrel to you 
Quarrel, did I ſay? No, I am grown to a perfect 
State of Indifterence——Quarrels may be reconciled 
but a Man that baſely breaks his Word, and for- 
feits Faith and Honour, is not worth our Anger, but 
deſerves to be deſpis'd. 
Val. I do confels lam a Wretch below your Scorn ; 
I own my Faults, and have no Refuge but your Mercy. 


— — 


Fav. In the old Strain again (Aſide. 
Val. If you abandon me, I'm loſt for ever- for 


you, and only you, are Miftreſs of my Fate. 

Ang. Your daily Actions contradict your Words 
and ſhows I have no ſuch Power in your Hearc Did 
you not promiſe, nay, ſwear you'd never game again 

Val. 1 did, and for the perjur'd Crime merit your 
endleſs Hate, but you, in pity, may forgive me 
On, Angelica, ſee at your Feer an humble Penitent 
kneel, who, if not by your Goodneſs rais'd will 
grow tor ever to his native Soil. | 

Ang. You wou'd be pardon'd only to offend again, 

Val. Never, never Here on this beauteous Hand 


and by thoſe lovely Eyes that dart their Fire into my 


tence 


Soul, never to diſoblige you more, 
nor 3 on 5 


Fav. That Oath hath done the Buſineſs, I ſee by her 
Looks. 1 (4ſiae. 
Ang. Riſe Valere——1I differ from my Sex in this, I 
wou'd not change where once I've given my Heart, if 
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oſſible therefore reſolve to make this laſt Tryal 
aniſh your Play for Love, and reſt ſecur'd of mine. 

Val. Oh, tranſport ; ler me kiſs thoſe ſoft forgiving 
Lips, the Memory of whoſe Sweetneſs ſhall arm me 
againſt Temptation. 

Fav. So now my old Man may go hang him- 
ſelf. (Aſide, 

Val. Cou'd you but know the anxious Pains I felt, 
the jealous racking Cares that prey'd upon my Soul--— 
when I heard my Uncle was allow'd to tell his Suit 
you'd then have found how dear Falere had priz'd you. 

Ang. What I did was to revenge your Falſhood 
tho' Love's my Witneſs, Dorante's my Averſion and 
let this Preſent ſhew who tis that reigns triumphant 
in my Heart. | 

Val. Your Picture! Oh, give it me, that in the 
Abſence of the dear Original-—I may feaſt my Eyes 
on that. | | 
Ang. But mark, Valere, the Injunction I ſhall lay; 
while you keep ſafe this Picture, my Heart is yours-— 
bur if thro' Avarice, Carelcflneſs, or Falſhood, you 
ever part with it, you loſe me from thar Momenr. 
- (Gives him the Picture. 

Val. 1 agree; and when I do, (g it) except 
to yourſelf, may all the Curſes, rank'd with your 
Diſdain, purſue me This, when I look on't, will 
correct my Folly, and ſtrike a ſacred Awe upon my 
Actions — 

Fav. Tis worth Two Hundred Pounds, a good 
Moveable, when Caſh runs low. (Aſide. 
An. Well, I am convinc'd, let a Woman make 
what Reſolutions ſhe will, when alone the Sight 
of her Lover will break em. | 

Fav. Madam, Mr. Dorante is coming up. 
Ang. I'll not be ſeen, Adieu. (Exit. 
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Val. My charming Love adieu Take care to wel- | 


come your Benefactor, Mrs. Favourite; he's a Lover 


ripe with Diſcretion, Ha, ha, ha, ( Enter Dorante.) 
our Seryant Uncle, Ha, ha, ha 


Dor. 


(Holds up the Picture to his Noſe.) (Exit. 3 
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Dor. This young Rake's Preſence bodes me no good, 


I fear. Mrs. Favourite your Servant Is your Lady 


wel- 


Lover 
ante.) 


6 
[> 
to 


(Exit. | 
Dor. 4 


to be ſpoke with? 


Fav. I doubt not, Sir. _—I don't know what ſhe 


is——TI'm ſure I'm almoſt wild; our Buſineſs is all 


ſpoil'd——P/alere is reconcil'd again. 

Dor. Ah, that inſinuating young Dog. 

Fav. She has juſt now given him her Picture ſet 
round with Diamonds. 

Dor. I thought, indeed, ſomething ſparkled in my 
Eyes—— But what's to be done? | | 

Fav. I know not He has promis'd her to play no 
more; if he keeps his Word we have no hopes; bur 
if he breaks it, as I doubt not but he will, Pride and 
Revenge ay work her to our Ends-—— You may be 
certain, Sir, Ill let flip no Opportunity to ſerve you. 

Dor. I do believe it 
lieve me grateful 


and do encourage you to be- 
accept of this Ring. 


Fav. Ob, dear Sir, you are too generous I don't 
merit it Pray, excuſe me- | 

Dor. Nay, I will not be deny'd. 

Fav. Well, Sir, ſince you will have it ſo I'll not 


fail to move your Suit——1'il do my beſt Endeavours, 
I'll aſſure you; Write, Sir, write, and I'll deliver the 
Letter then let me alone to back it. 

Dor. You muſt urge the Largeneſs of my Fortune 
the Steadineſs of my Temper; and withal tell her, I 
am not above Two and Forty—l was grey at Thirty. 

Fav I warrant you, Sir Be ſure you exclaim 
againfl your Nephew's Gaming. 

Dor. Ay, ay, Ill go write it this Moment——and 
ſend it preſently. 

Fav. I'll be in the Way to receive it. 


(Exeunt ſeverally.) 
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SCENE Cbanges to Sir Thomas VALERE's Houſe. 2% 
Enter Sir Thomas and Hector, with Papers. 4 — 

Hect. Sir, I have brought you a compleat Account Sir 
of the Debts of my Maſter I think I have not forgot Hei 


one Farthing; for, if I miſtake not, you deſired to tleme 
know em all, Sir ; 

Sir Tho. Ay, ay, come read 'em over. a Bly 

ect. That I will, Sir, in two Words A true coule 
Lift of the Debts of Mr. Jews Valere, which was by a De 
him contracted within the City of London, and Liberty of Sit 
Meſtminſter, which his Father, Sir Thomas Valere, has the! 
promis'd to diſcharge. * his 1 
Sir Tho. If I ditharge them, or not, is not your 


Buſineſs Go on 1. . 
Hee. Tis my Deſign, Sir. In the firſt Place then— | Hoſt 
Item, Due to Richard Scrape, Fifty-five Pounds, Nine all 3 
Shillings and Ten Pence 6 Five Years | ©! 
Wages—-and Money disburs'd for Neceſſaries. 13 
Sir Tho. Richard Scrape, who's he ? en 
Hect. Your moſt humble Servant, Sir. (Bows. | Beſl 
Sir Tho. You, why is not your Name Hector? Ja 
Hef. Ay, Sir, that is my Name de Novo My 19 
Maſter thought Richard ſounded too clumſy for a Gen- 1 
Heman's Valet, and a Gameſter So Sir he gave me the b 1 
Name of Hector from the Knave of Diamonds. 1 Sec 
Sir Tho. A very pretty Name — I admire he don't WW. 
call his Miſtreſs Pallas from he Queen of Spades Wm 
But how came you ſo rich, Sirrah, to be able to lend bis 
your Maſter Money: 3 the 
Hef. Why when the Dice has run well, my Maſter | _ 
would now and then tip me a Guinea, Sir. | IX. 
Sir Tho. And ſo you ſupply'd him, when he wanted, W 
with his own Money : Oh, Extravagance ! 3 
Ilect. Tis what many an honeſt Gentleman is drove if 
to ſometimes, Sir. 8 in 


Sir Tho. More Shame for em G0 on 


Hef. Secondly, Sir, here 1s due to Jeremy Aaron, 1 Ke 
Sir © 


V ſurer by Profeſſion, and Jew by Religion. 


Honſe. 


count 
forgot 
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Sir Tho. Never trouble yourſelf about that, I ſhail 
pay no Uſurer's Debts, I aſſure you. ; 

Z. Heft. Then, Sir, here's two hundred Guineas loſt to 
my Lord Lovegame, upon Honour. 

Sir Tho. That's another Debt I ſhall not pay. 
Het. How, not pay it, Sir ?—W hy, Sir, among Gen- 
tlemen, that Debt is look'd upon the moſt juſt of any : 
* You may cheat Widows, Orphans, Tradeſmen, without 
a Bluſh—bur a Debt of Honour, Sir, muſt be paid—I 
could name you ſome Noblemen that pay no Body—yet 
a Debt of Honour, Sir, is as ſure as their ready Money. 
* Sir Tho. He that makes no Conſcience of wronging 
the Man whoſe Goods have been deliver'd for 
* his Uſe, can have no Pretence to Honour what- 
ever Title he may wear But to the next. 

Hiect. Here is the Taylor's Bill the Milliner's, 
Hoſier's, Shoe maker's, Tavern, and Eating-Houſe, in 
all 300 7. | 

Sir Tho. A fine Sum, truly. 

: Hed. Ah, Sir, I have not nam'd the Barber, Perri- 
wig-maker and Perfumer, which is 100 1. more 
} Beſides, he is in Arrears to Madamoiſelle Margaret de 
la Plant, lately arriv'd from France, with whom he 
: Covenanted for four Guineas a Week. 


: Sir Tho, For four Guineas a Week, for what ? 

Hed. Oh, Sir, pardon me there, I never betray the 
Secrets of my Maſter. 
Sir Tho. Four Guineas a Week 

Hlect. Ay, Sir, and very cheap, conſidering he made 
his Bargain in the Winter—and truly I don't know but 
the Woman loſt by it. | 
Sir Tho. You don't. Take that, Sirrah 
You ſhan'c loſe by it, however— Go, Raſcal], pay your 


5 22 * 
r 


2 


* 


. 


M hores and Debts of Honour out of that. 


He8. Ay, Sir, ep never take this Money of me; 
ſend em to your Levee, and you 
may pay em yourſ-If. 

Sir Tho. Sirrah, I Mall break your Head ———Go 
get you to the Rake your Maſter ; play, hang, or ſtarve 
together, I care not——Debts, with a Pox ; Ga. 
B 4 Drinling, 
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Drinkine, Wenchine, rare Debts to bring into a Court 


of Chancery You, O Lud, O Lud, O Lud 
Bring me ſuch a Bill of Debts, Rogue: Mercy on me, 
that there can be ſuch Impudence in the World 
J have much ado to forbear thee 


Debts 


PET [Exit. * 
Hect So, our Affairs go backwards I find. Honeſt * 


Richard, Paitence, I fay ; go ſeek thy Maſter out. 


Fortune may change, and give a Incky Main : 
And what undid us, ſet us up again, 


NN 2 N N . N N he Ne RE 0c ah 


A CT III. 


Hxcror ſolus. 


Flea. Here can my Maſter be now I ſhould 
ſuſpect he were at play—but that I know 
he has no Money ——Sure this old Dad of his will 
open his Purte-Strings once more, if he's reconcil'd to 
Angelica: 1 long to know what Succeſs he meets with. 
O, here he comes 
[Enter Valere with bis Hat under his Arm, 
full of Money, he counting it 
T waited on your Father, according to Order, Sir, with 
a Liſt of your Debts . — and the generous old Gen- 
tleman—l thank him, gave me more than I expected 
Hey-day, he minds me not——Ah, I doubt we are 
all untwiſted No Hopes of Angelica 5 
Vul. Five hundred fifty ſeven Guineas and à half. 
Hect. Ha! what do I ſee! The Plate Fleet's ar- 
riv'd By what Miracle fell theſe Galleons into our 
Power—1 hope, Sir, ſince Fortune has been fo kind 
Val. A Curſe of Ill Luck-— (Stamp) Had I but 


held 


Oz, . 
Me ſuch a Bill of 


. 
45 
4 


held 


more 


Court 
— 
on me, 


— 00, . 


. 
2 
wy 


& I 


5 
1 
5 


Bill of 


[Exit, * Honour: Tis pretty well 


Honeſt 
4 


GEES 


2 
4 


* 
* 


l 


"= 
5 


* 
F 


The GAMESTER. 33 


0 
held in the laſt Hand, I ſhould have had 300 Guineas 
more of my Lord Duke's—beſides what J betted. 
[Walks abont. 
He8. I am overjoy d, Sir, at your good Fortune 
But as I was ſaying, Sir 
Val. But hold, my Lord Lovegame owes me 200 upon 
have not made an ill 


Morning's Work on't. 


Hect. There's no ſpeaking to him 
Fal. Ah! there's no Muſick like the Chink of Gold 


By Fove this Sound is ſweeter in my Ear—than all the 


Margaretta's in Euroje- Ha! Hector, where come 


vyou from, Sirrah ? 


I are reconcil'd 


Val. Ay, tis Succeſs, indeed, if thou knew'ſt all 


Honeſt Jack Sharper lent me Five Guineas, to pay him 


Ten if Luck run on my Side. I have diſcharg*d my Pro- 


' miſe, and brought off a Thouſand clear. 


Hect. Huzza Why, you're a made Man ! 
Val. And we meet again at Five, where I deſign to 


vw in a Thouſand more, Boy. 


Hect. Ay, but if you ſhould loſe all back, Sir. 
Val. Impoſhble. This is a lucky Day —-Angelica and 


my Faults forgiven, and all my 


Wiſhes crown'd, Hector 


[ Shewwing the Picture. 
He#. Bleſs my Eye-fight—A Picture tet with Dia- 
nds Nay then, Hector, chear up for now the 


bad Times will mend. (Sings.) Why now a Fig for 
your Father's Kindneſs ; you are able to pay your Debts 
yourſelf, Sir 


Val. A Pox on thee for naming 'em 
given me the Spleen=Pay my Debts, quorha—The 
bare Word is enough to turn all my Luck. 


f World. 


Thou haſt 


Hect. Say you ſo, Sir! Is paying Debts unlucky then ? 
Val. Ay, certainly; the moſt unlucky Thing in the 


Hect. Humph—I now find the Reaſon why Quality 
hate to pay their Debts——-A duce on't, I wiſh I had 
B 5 known 


Het. Came, Sir Why I was here before you But 
Fortune's golden Miſt conceal'd me from your Sight. 
Sir, I congratulate your good Succeſs gut how ! 


| 
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known as much this Morning, I wou'd not have paid 


the Cobler for heel-piecing my Shoes 


For aught 


I know it may be a Guinea out of my Way; for my 


Mafter does not uſe to be ſo flow 


my Hands 
you want it. 


it ſhall 


Val. The Devil's in the Fellow—Speak one Word 
more of paying Debts, Sirrah—and I'll cut your Ears 


oft—I ſhall have no Occaſion to borrow—and my 
Father will pay your Debt amongſt the reſt 

Hect. He won't pay a Souſe, Sir 
Head at the very Sight of the Lift 


Val. Ay, that was in his Paſſion— There's a Plaiſter | 
[Gives him a Guinea. 
I find we 


for that Wound 


Hect. Sir, Your moſt humble Servant 
middling People are out of the Quality's Laticude 


Paying Debts are only unlucky to Gentlemen Sir, 4 
pray, Sir, give me leave to offer one Thing to your ſe- 


rious Conſideration. 
Val. I bar Debts 


Hect. Not a Word of that, Sir. 
al Out with it then. 


Hect That you'd lay by 500 1. of that Money againſt 


a Rainy Day. 


Val But ſuppoſe I ſhould have more ſet me than I 1 


can anſwer. 
Fect. *Tis but ſending for it, at worſt, Sir. 


Val. So baulk my Hand in the mean Time—and loſe 
the winning of a Thouſand-—No, no; there's nothing 


like ready Money to nick Fortune. 


Hect. Ah, Sir, but you know ſhe has often jilted g 
you; and wou'd it not be better to have a litile Pocket- 


money ſecure Put by but 200 Sir. 
Fal. Well, I'll conſider on't 
. knocks. | 


_ Het A Dun, I warrant. 
al. I have not a Farthing of Money, »emember that, 


Sirrah-— Puts up his Money haſiily. 
ect. Lying is a thriving Vocation. 


Enter 


Sir, now you ' 
are in Stock, Sir, if you pleaſe to put my Wages into 
bo very ſafe in Bank againſt 8 


He broke my 


Ha! ſee who 
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ve paid | | 

, 3 * Enter Galloon a Taylor, and Mrs. Topknot à Milliner. 
or my 

»w you Pal. Ha! Good-morrow to vou Good-morrow 

es into to you, Mrs. Topknot : Mrs. Topinot, your are a great 
againſt Stranger; why don't you call and ſee me ſometimes ? 


Word 
ir Ears 
nd my 


ke my 
Plaiſter 


7 Hinen, 
find we 
de 
— dir, 
our ſe- 


againſt 


than 1 


ſhe is very handſome, Faith. 


jilted 


Pocket- 


e who 


bajlily. : 
Enter 


aſleep, or gone abroad. 


2 now. 
r that, 


Mrs. Topk, Indeed, Sir, I call very often tho I have 
not had the good Fortune to ſee you—for you was ſtill 
Val. I am ſorry it fell out ſo. Well, have you 
brought your Bill! 

Mrs. Tope. Ves, Sir. (Gives him her Bill.) I hope 
you lik'd your laſt Linnen, Sir. 

| Val. Very well. 

4 Gal. Sir, I beg the Favour of you 
Hect. I muſt not let two faſten upon lim at once 


6 


* 


Mr. Gallon, a Word with you—You always make my 
Claoaths too little for me. 


Hect. My Breeches are Seam- rent in Three or Four 
Places. 
* Gal. Fll take care 
Hiect. You ſew moſt abominably ſlight, 
Mrs. Topk. We are about marrying our Daughter. 
Val. J hope you have provided a good Match; for 


Gal. I am ſorry for that. 


Mrs. Topk. Ihe Girl is not deſpiſeable The Man is 


very well to paſs in the World; bur the ſmall Fortune 
nd loſe 


zothing 4 


we defign for her, mult be paid down upon the Natl— 
Therefore, Sir, I intreat you to help me to my Money, 
jf poſſible. Te) 

Val. If it was poſſible, I wou'd, Mrs. Topknot ; and 


am heartily ſorry that ir is not in my Power. 


Mrs. J. pk. It is a Debt of a long Standing, Mr. Va- 


. lere; and | muſt not be ſaid nay. 


Val. I know it is; but upon Honour I can't pay you 


Mrs. Topk. Let me have ſome, if you can't pay me 
21 Ten Guincas at preſent wou'd do me ſingular 
Service. b 
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Fal. May I ſink if I have ſeen Five theſe Six Months. 


Hect. That he has not, to my Knowledge. 


Gal. Pray, Sir, conſider me, if it be never ſo ſmall; * 
my Wife is ready to lye in, and Coals are very dear, 4 


and Journeymens Wages muſt be paid. 


Hlect. Why, the Devil's in the Fellow! Wou'd you | 
have a Man pay what he has not ?—V hat Buſineſs had 
bildren, without you had Cabbage enough * 


you to get C 


to maintain *em ? 


Val. Hector No Invention? (Aſide to Hector. | 
Gal. When will you be pleas'd that I ſhall call again, 


Sir? | 
Val. When you pleaſe, 
Gal. I'll call To-morrow, Sir. 
Val. With all my Heart. 


Gal. Do you think, Sir, you can let me have ſome, 


if I come ? 
Fal. Not that I know of. 


Flect. No, nor I neither——Hark ye, when he has 


Morey, III bring you Word. 


Mrs. Topk. Don't tell me; I won't go out of the ; 


Houſe without Money. 
Val. With all my Heart 

fave me from theſe Leaches. (Aſide to Hector. 
Hect. Then you muſt e'en lie with my Maſter, or me; 


for here are no ſpare Beds—Let me adviſe you to make 
no Noiſe ; you'll have your Money ſooner than you 


thi k for Your Ear [ Whiſpers. \* 


Mrs. Topk. To be marry'd, ſay you? 

Gal. And to Madam Angelica, the great Fortune? 

Hect. The fame. | 

Mrs. T-pk. I with you Joy, Sir 
me to your Lady, for Gloves, Fans, and Ribbons. 


Gal. 1 hope, Sir, 1 ſhall have the Honour to make : 


your Wedding Suit. 


Val That you ſhall, I promiſe you The Rogue F 
has hit on”: Le, 


Mrs Topk. Bur, will this Match be ſpeedy, Sir! 
Val. ] hope fo. e 
Gal. 'To-morrow, Sir? 


Hector ! No Stratagem to 


Pray recommend 


"1H 


* 


He 
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Tonths. Z Flect. Or next Day but we muſt intreat your Ab- 
* ſence at preſent for my Maſter expects his Father 
ſmall; with the Lady's Pruſtees, in order to ſettle the Affair 
dear, and if you are ſeen, it may ſpoil the Buſineſs. 
, xs. Toph. Well, well, well, I go, Il go, (Runs a 
d you ittle Way, and turns.) You'll put your Maſter in mind 
eſs had 5 of me ? ; 
enough ? Fect. Ay, ay. 
| * Gal. And me too pray. 
Jeftor. ? Fe. I'll do your Buſineſs I'll warrant you; Go, go, 
again, 2 g0,—— begone, begone, begone, (Puſhes em out) 
There Sir, I have brought you off once more: Here's 
tuo or three Days reſpite however. 
Fal. Why then there's two or three Days of Peace 
: —for theſe are the moſt difagreeable Companions a 
ſome, Gentleman can meet with. I dine at the Rummer, 
7 where you'll find me if you want me. I promis'd c | 
2 viſit Angelica again to Night, but fear I ſhall break 


he has my Word. 

3 Fect. And will you prefer Play before that charm- 
of the ing Lady: 

Pal. Not before her—bur I have given my Parole | 
gem to to ſome Men of Quality, and I can't in Honour diſap- | 
lector. point 'em. | 
r me; Hed. Ah, What a Jugler's Box is this Word Ho- | 
make Ynour! It is a kind of a Knight of the Poſt— That will | 
in you {ſwear on eicher Side for Intereſt I find—Bur, Sir, had | 
biſpert. you not better make ſure Work on't ; marry the Lady 

_Z whilſt ſhe's in the mind, leſt Fortune wheel about and 
ne? throw you back again. 

Fal. Marry her, ſay'ſt thou 
nmend 7 ſhall marry or nor. 

' FHect. High-day ! Why I thought it had been what 
make you defircd above all Things—Bur I find your Pocket 
and your Heart till runs counter. 


I am not reſolv'd if I 


Rogue Pal. No, Sirrah ; I loye the charming Maid as much 
[ Aſide, as ever: Love her from my Soul—Burt then I love 
1 liberty. 


Hect And what ſhou'd hinder you from enjoy ing ir? 
Val. Ah, Hector, if I marry her, I muſt forſake my 
| | dear 
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dear Diverſion (pulli 


is the very Soul of Living; 


thing new 
more reſpected, I mean thoſe that make any Figure in 
the World ? Who more careſs'd by Lords and Dukes : 
Or whoſe Converſation more agreeable -Whoſe 

Coach finer in the Ring—Or 3 in the Side Box 


produces more Luſtre - Who has more Attendance from 


the Drawers, —or better Wine from the Maſter, 
or nicer ſerv'd by the Cook In ſhort, there is an 
Air of Magnificence in't, 


Hiect. And Gold into nothing. 


Val. A Gentleman that plays is admitted every where 


M W omen of the ſtricteſt Virtue will converſe with 
him, 


ill Breeding, not to have a Paſſion for Play: Oh ! The 
charming Company of half a Dozen Ladies, with each 
a Diſh of Tea to behold their languiſhing Ogles 
with their Eyes, their raviſhing white Hands, to hear 
the delicious Scandal which they vent between each Sip, 


juſt piping hot from Invention's Mint, wherein they 


ſpare none, from the Stateſman to the Cir ——and damn 


Plays before they are acted, eſpecially if the Author be 


unknown.—This ended, the Cards are call'd for. 


Flect. And open War proclaim'd—and every Cock- 


boat proves a Privateer. 


Val. Our Engagements are not ſo terrible,—wich q 


us Revenge reaches no farther than rhe Pocket. 


\ Elect. No more don't a Highwayman,—and yet the 


World thinks both Lives equally immoral. 


Val. None A your Similes, Sirrah, do you hear ?— 4 
Now I think 
It unites Men of þ 


Where is the Immorality of Gaming 
there can be nothing more moral 


all Ranks,—the Lord and the Peaſant—the haughty 


Dutcheſs and the City Dame, —The Marquiſs and the 


Footman, all without Diſtinction play together. 


out a Box and Dice) which to me 
tis the genteeleſt 
Way of paſſing one's Time, every Day produces ſome- 
Who is happier than a Gameſter; who 


a Gameſter's Hand is the ; 
Philoſopher's Stone, that turns all it touches into Gold. 


for Gaming is as much in Faſhion here as 'tis 
in France, and our Ladies look upon ir as the height of 


And | 


3 my Valour— 
never fail'd to kill or wound 
XZ the leaſt Hurt myſelf. 
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And ſure that Life can ne'er offenſive prove, 
That teacheth Men ſuch peaceful Ways of Love. 


Hect. The Marquiſs of Hazard, Sir 
Val. The Marquiſs of Hazard, what wants he 


Enter MAarQU1SS, 


Marg. Do you hear; do you wait wich my Chair at 


the Corner of the Street, for I wou'd be incognito. 


Hect. What does he pretend tro? | | 
Marg. I preſume, Sir, your Name is / alere. 

Val. I don't remember I ever had any other, Sir. 
Marg. Sir I ſhould take it as an extraordinary Fa- 


vour, it you'll be pleas'd to command the Ablence of 
your Valet de Chambre. 


Val. Be gone. | (Exit Hector. 
Marg. Now, Sir, do you know who I am ? 
Val. I think, Sir, I never bad the Honour of your 


Acquaintance. 


Marg. Alleon Courage, puſh him home, he ſeems 


daunted already; (Aſide.) Sir, I have made the Tour 
of Europe, and have had the Re ſpect paid to me in all 
Courts, that became my Quality; | e 
Company with none but Arch-Dukes, in France with 
Princes of the Blood, — and ſince I have been here, 
have had the Honour to ſup or Dine wich moſt of the 
great People at Court. | | 


In Hain I kept 


Val. Why fo hor, Sir? 

Marg. And, Sir, my Perſon is not more known than 
I have fought a Hundred Duels, and 
without receiving 


Val You had very good Luck truly, Sir,. What 
does the Blockhead aim at? ( Aſiae. 
Marg. Sir, Fortune owes my Life Protection, tor 
fake of the noble Race from whence I ſprung my 
Father's Grandfather's great Grandfather was V ice-Roy 


of Naples, * 
an 


a oo en res 


- ——— —  — — — — 


— ——— Q— — —— 
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Fal. Oh! One may ſee that in your Air, Sir. 


her: Only Gratitude, and I am inform'd by her 


Pretenſions with mine. 
Val. The Lady's Name, Sir ? 
Marg. The Lady Wealthy. 


Lady is at your Service for me. 


to conceal your Love from me. 


had left the Room. 
Quality. 


us, Sir. | 
Marg. Then pray obſerve it, Sir; don't think 
every Fellow we condeſcend to play with, fit Compa- 
nions for us Men of Quality. 
Val. (Cocking bis Hat) Fellow, Sir 
s (Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
Marg. Yes, Fellow, Sir. He has a Heart, 1 find, 
I'll moderate my Paſſion. (Aſide. 
Val. You will have it then, I ſee. (Dracus. 


— 


while. 
Fial. But J am in earneſt, Sir, —and therefore draw 


—W hat, does the Courage of your Royal Anceſtors, 
Vice-Roys of Naples, fail you ? 


much Satisfaction as I defir'd,—1I thirſt for no Revenge. 
Val. Sir, J am not to be trifled with, the Wine is 
drawn, and you ſhall drink. (Laps him. 


| 


Marg. Now, Sir, there is a certain Lady that has a g 
Paſſion for my Perſon, not that I am in Love with 


Woman, that you make your Addreſſes there; now, 
Sir, I ſuffer no Man beneath my Quality to mix his 


Val. You are miſinform'd upon my Word, Sir; that 


Marg. That Declaration comes not from your Heart 
—your Encomiums on Angelica laſt Night ſerv'd only 


Val. So far from that, I did not know you till you F 
Marg. Sir, I ſay you muſt not pretend to vie with 3 


Val. I know the Diſtance Fortune has put between ˖ 


Marg. No, upon my Word, Sir, I was in Jeſt all the . 


Marg. Sir, I made a Vow never to kill another Man, A 
and therefore pray put up, you have given me as 


Enter | 
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Enter Hzxc TOR. 


has a f 
with FHect. Hey! what's the Matter? 
y her (lays hold of the Marquiſs, who draws. 
now, Marg. Ha! Company! Nay, then—Sir, this is too 
ix his nuch to bear. 
Hect. Hold, hold, Sir, hold, what do you do ? 
Pal. Ay, ay, prithee let him go, he is not ſo dan- 
gerous as thou imagin'ſt Hector, —Ha, ha, ha. 
that Fect. Why then let him go,-—there, Sir, I have 
1 done. — 
Heart Marg. I ſhall find a Time, Sir. 
| only Val. To be kick d- you have been us'd too civily 
Here. 
l you Hect. A Time ! For what, for what the Devil do you 
"Tome into our Nation, to crow over us—lI believe we 
with mall find a Time this Campaign to teach you better 


Ween 


think 
mpa- 


Word. 

find, 
Aſide. 
ac. 


1 che 


draw 
ſtors, 


Man, 
ne as 
enge. 
1e 18 

him. 


Manners—your capering Country is fatter for Dancing» 


L laſters than Soldiers—ha, ha, ha. 


! Marg. It ſuits not with my Quality to anſwer the 

Impertinency of a Valet Monſieur adicu—previs 

gard uns aut'ne fois. (Exit. 

Val. Coxcomb below Reſentment,——{(looking on his 
atch) I have out- ſtaid my Time. 


Now Fortune be my Friend, I'll ank no more, 
4 One Iucky Hour may double all my Store. 
Fe@. Or make you Bankrupt as you was before. (Ex. 


SCENE Changes : Enter Lady WSALTav ſola. 


E A Table, with Pen, Ink, and Paper on it. 
IL. Weal. Which Way ſhall I contrive to diſappoint 


my Siſter's Wiſhes ? Now wou'd I give Half my Eftate 


feed my Vanity. Oh, that I cou'd once bring Valere 
Pithin my Power, I'd uſe him as his Ill Breeding de- 
ferves; I'd teach him to be particular. He has pro- 

1s'd Angelica to play no more: I fancy that proceeds 


1 » * 
? rom his Want of Proc rather than Inclination. 


Enter | 


If I cou'd be ſure of that—I'll try however. It m 
Project 
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Project takes, I ſhall again break their Union —and 
if 7 can't ſerve my Pride, I ſhall at leaſt diſturb their 
(Sits down 


Peace; and- either brings me Pleaſure. 


and writes.) Now how ſhall I convey this to his |; 


Hands—Ir is not proper to ſend any of my own Ser- 
vants - Who's there? 


Enter Mrs. BE TTY. 


Betty. Did your Ladyſhip call, Madam? 

L. Heal. Ay, get me a Porter. 

Betty. A Porter | Madam: Robin, John, and Nicho- 
las are all within. 

L. Weal. And what then? Do as I bid you. 


Betty. What can ſhe want with a Porter! ——]I am 


reſolv'd to watch. Exit. 


L. Neal. Tis better being confin'd to a Deſart, | 
than not to 
be admir'd by all. (Enter Porter.) Here, carry this to 


where one never ſees the Face of Man 


Mr. Yalere : Do you know him: 
Port. Ves, an't pleaſe your Honour, very well. 
L. Veal. Go, bring me an Anſwer then, [Exit. 


Enter LoVE WELL. 


Ha! Loveavell + I muſt avoid his Preſence, leſt he dif. 1 


cover this Intrigue—He'll be alarm'd at the Sight of a 


Porter in my Lodgings—-Beſides, my Soul reſents the 


ill Treatment I have given him — He indeed merits 


better Uſage——But I know not how, I cannot reſolve 
on Matrimon | [Exit 


Lov. Gone 1 I then ſhunn'd like peſtilential Air 
—yet doom'd to doat upon her cold Indifference—— |: 
Oh ! Give me Patience, or I burft with Rage There 


muſt be more than her bare Temper in't — She loves 


By all the Powers, it fires each vital Part, and with a 
double Warmth ſtrikes every active Senſe. 


Hear | 


Ang. 


eceive 


believ. 
Fav. 


Jave ex 


Ang. 
f night 1 


an— 'i 


Dor. 


Jour Rai 
Ay, there's the Cauſe— Oh ! the racking Thought: 


Ang. 


| ave unc 


mne. 
Dor. ! 


| elp my 
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and 

their] Fear me, ye Pocu'r.— And if you e er deſion 

doun To make this dear, this ſrornful Beauty mine, 
his Grant in the Lieu I may my Rival meet, 

Ser- And throw him gaſping at his Lady's Feet, [Exit, 


ö nter ANGELICA, and FAVOURITE with a Letter in 
1 her Hand. 


eceive Letters again, without my Leave, I ſhall diſ- 
tharge you from your Attendance, Mrs. Favourite. 
* Fav. I do it for your good, Madam. 
An For my good! Impertinence—Am I to be go- 
ern'd by thoſe I may command ? . 
Fav. In ſpite of all that I can do, I ſhall loſe my Sa- 
Ery: For when he finds the Cauſe go backwards, he'll 
Fee no more. [Afiae. 


Enter Dok ANT R. 


N Wa So, he's here too, by your Appointment, I ſup- 
ſe. 

Dor. May I venture to approach the Rays of that Di- 
Unity, which dart into my Soul an impetuous Flame? 


hoſe Flames will warm you better than my Beauty, 


s the | believe. 

erits |} Fav. Well, really, Madam, I think Yalere cou'd not 
ſolve | Jave expreſs'd himſelf finer. | | 

Exit. Ang. Ceaſe your odious Compariſons—-Mr. Dorante, 


> 
— . 
4 


Tight I adviſe you, make your Addreſſes to my Wo- 
—— an- l'm ſure you'll meet a kind Reception; ha, ha, ha. 
here] F Dor. Your Woman, Madam ! I thought a Perſon of 
Pur Rank knew how to treat a Gentleman better. 

Ang. And I thought a Perſon of your Years might 


Mine, 


Dor. My Years, Madam! I'm not ſo old-—Can I 
Hear elp my being in Love with you? | 
= - Ang. 


Ang. 1 ſhall not open it, indeed If you venture to 


Ang. O dear Sir, there's a Fire in the next Room, 


Fave underſtood better, than to make Love to one of 


Ang. No more can Favourite being in Love with yo Puch! 
Fav. You are always witty upon me, Madam-—-I'S Ang. 
have her to know I love a young Fellow as well a Hect. 
herſelf. [Aid Power 
Dor. Tis for my extravagant Nephew that I am de Dor. 
Tpis'd ; that complicated Piece of Vice, whoſe head. Hect 
ſtrong Courſes, and luxurious Life, will ruin both you rag 
Peace and Fortune. I ſaw him a little while ago ent«Fiflf I'm 
one of thoſe Schools of Poverty, a Gaming-Houſe i Dor 


St. Martin Lane. ret ACC 
Ang. "Tis falſe. Ang. 
Fav. Nay, Madam, I dare ſay tis true Vonder Won't p 

goes his Man; I'll call him and convince you. ill al 


Exit, and ve-enters with Hector Dor. 
Ang. He cannot be fo ungrateful, after my laſt F:Fer do 
vours.— Hector, where's your Maſter ? fare we 
Hect. W here'er his Perſon js- -his Heart is wil Ang. 
your Ladyſhip, Madam ; I dare anſwer for him. Hold t 
Ang. That's foreign to my Queſtion ; where is be! hinks 
Dor. Yes, yes, he's a fit Perſon to enquire of truly. 
Hect. So 1 am, Sir: For Nobody knows my Maſter . 


Out-goings and his In- comings better than myſelf. |: 7 
Ang. Come, 0 ſhall tell me Dorante ſays he ſai B 
him go into a Gaming-Houſe. 1 
Hect. Diſcover'd-—Nay then I muſt bring him off 1 
Why, that is true, Madam. | 
Ang. Perfidious ! rr 
Hect. But, Madam, it is to take his Leave, upon ny 
Word—He's gone to play, with a Deſign to play un 
more. 
Fav. Now, Madam, who was in the right ? 
Ang. Is it poſſible a Man can be ſo baſe ! nter 


Dor. There are Men, Madam, that ne'er were guilt] 
of ſuch Crimes. 3 

Flect. But, Madam, you won't hear me-——-my Ma Petty. 
ter is making all the Speed he can to put himſelf in 
Condition to keep his Word with you: He is ſhaking 
his Elbows, rattling the Box, and breaking his Knucy 
kles for Haſte—He has ſent me Poſt for his laft Auxilis 
ary Guineas, which.-when he has thrown off, he'll lag 


himfcs 
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Jimſelf at your Feet, with full Reſolution never to 
ith yon puch Box or Dice more. 
n — 1 Ang. A likely Matter, truly. 
well u Hect. So it is, Madam For he'll put it out of his 
Aid Power to offend again. 


am de, Dor. Till he has a new Recruit. 

ſe head: Hect. Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 
th your fly; for my Maſter will think every Hour Seven 
zo enten if I'm there, [Exit. 


louſe i Dor. Now, Madam, are you convinc'd—Will you 
pet accept a Heart devoted only to your Charms? 
Ang. No more of your Fuſtian tis unſeaſonable ; 
.Y onde! Won't provoke me to uſe you worſe than good Manners 
ill allow: I reſpect your Age, but hate your 
Hector Dor. Well, ſcornful Maid, take up with your Game- 
laſt Fa ter do: You'll be the firſt that repents it. And fo 
Fare wel. [Exit. 


t is win Ang. O, my too conſtant Heart! canſt thou ftill 
m. Hold the Image of this faithleſs Man — And yet me- 
1 he! thinks I'd fain reclaim him—l'll try the laſt Ex: remity. 
truly. 
Maſter For ewvhen from Ill a Proſelite we gain, 
ſelf. T he Goodneſs of the Act rewards the Pain: 
s he ſai But if my honeft Arts ſucceſsleſs prove, 
| To make the / ices of his Soul remove, 
m off [ll die or rid me from this Tyrant Love. 


FIX IN IN INI NN NN IT ET IC ILTIFILITILITEDS 
1pon m 


play of Ar . 


Enter VaILERE with a Box and Dice in bis Hand, as 
e guilt) from Play to a Porter — BE TTV liſtening. 


my Ma Petty. QF thus far I have follow'd this Porter: Here 

elf in I'll obſerve who he wants I'm ſure tis 
ſhak in gainſt the Intereſt of Mr. Lovecvell. q 

s Knud. Val. From a Lady, ſay'ſt thou? and muſt be de- 

 AuxiliWvecr'd into my own Hand 

he*]] las 
himfcy 


Betty. 
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Lady in the Kingdom — (Opens the Letter.) Reads 


; 
8 
Betty. As I imagin'd. 

Val. Prithee, Row. doſt know what 'tis to inter 
rupt a Gameſter, when his Fortune's at Stake —Sevet 
or Eleven have more Charms now than the bright 


Humph.—- Purſuant to what I told you before Angelic 
that a Declaration of Love would not be diſagreenabli 
J confirm my li erds in a Golden Shower-—— Tis wha, 
believe moſt acceptable to a Man in your Circumſtan 
ces. Well gueſs d, e Faith. A Bill for One Hun- 
dred Pounds payable at Sight——Monheur le Porter, 
pour very humble Servant Tell the Lady, I an 
er's molt obedĩently | 
till I fly myſelf to return my Thanks. i 
Port. Yes, Sir. 
Lal. W hat muſt I do now ? grove a Rogue, and be. 
tray my Friend Loveavell——lf I accept this Preſent, |} 
muſt make my Returns in Love; for when a Widoy! 


parts with Money, tis eaſy to read the valuable Con-. 
fideration ſhe expects: But then Angelica, the Dear 
the Faithful Maid But then a Hundred Guineas, the 


dear tempting Sight! Hay Loveauell! thou com'ſt in 
good Time; for my Virtue's ſtaggering. 


Enter LoVEWELL. 


Lov. I have been ſeeking you all the Town over. 
Val. And what News: 
DUST : The Widow has us'd thee ſcurvily, ! 
now. 1 


ſed Rival out 
vinc'd ; but ſome lurking Villain, ſome Wretch un. 


worthy of her Charms-—-elſe her Vanity wou'd ne'cr? 


conceal him. 


Val. Hold, hold, Friend : You run on a little took 
faſt-—W hat wou'd your Mightineſs do now, ſuppoſing 1 


you diſcover'd this deteſted Rival? | 
Lov. I'd force him to renounce her; or loſe my Life, 


and leave her free. Val. 


It requires no other Anſwer}? 


[ Exit Porter 


hou haſt a very love-ſick 


Val 
man, t 
Lov 
thee b 


Jof Mi 


tell m 
Gentle 
Val 


Lov. Beyond all Bearing alere, thou ever wer my Th 
my Friend; prithee inſtruct me Help to find the cur- 


"Tis not the Fool Marquis, I'm con- 
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Val. Why then] have ſuch a Reſpect for this Gentle- - 
2 inter man, that I muſt reſerve him from yourLyon-like Fury. 
—Scver Lov. Ha! Do'ft thou know him then—Oh ! I charge 
righieh thee by our paſt Years of Friendſhip, and by my Peace 
eads of Mind, which this cruel Woman takes eternally away, 
ngelic;tell me but who he is; deſcribe him to me: Is he a 
Treeable, | Gentleman ? 

„ whit Val. Yes, Faith. 

um ſtan. Lov. And handſome ? 

Ce 1 /al. The Ladies think fo. 

Porter, Y Lov. Tell but his Name, that my Revenge may reach 
„ 1 - him. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than 1?—No, no; 


2 
k 
8 
Px 


\nſwer}Itby Companions are no Friends: Gameſters and Pro- 
Ifligates whom in thy reflecting Hours I know thou 

Porter hateſt — She is not fit tor one of theſe. 

and be. Val. The Spark is a little given to Gaming, I con- 

eſent, Ifeſs—yet holds his Noſe as high as your Widow, I can 

WidoyYrtcll you that. 4 

e Con- Lov. Prithee trifle no longer with me——nor do not 

e Dear J jeſt with Pains like mine. 

as, the Val. Do you know her Hand ? 

m'& il Lov. Death! does ſhe write to him? 


/ al. Theſe Credentials will confirm ſhe does. 
[Gives him ber Lettor with the Bil/. 
23 Lov. Confuſion to thee And a Bill for Money-— 
Away, it cannot be By Hell, the Company thou 
Akeep'ſt has taught thee to be a Villain: Thou haſt 


1 abus'd her Honour, which I u ill juſtify. Draw. 
vily, | Val. Here's a Rogue now—— When I have withſtood 
Ya Temptation wou'd have ſhook a Hermit he'd cut 
r wer: my Throat for not taking his Miftreſs from him—Well, 
he cur. Itheſe Romantick Lovers are whimſical Tuings— Hark 
m con. e, Charles, I believe you know I am no Coward, and 
ch un. if your fighting Fit remains on you till To-morrow 
4 ne'e; Morning I'll meet you when and where you pleaſe ; 


put I am engag'd now—as you may ſee. Fare wel 
tle too [Exit, ſhewing him the Box, &c. 
ppoſing Lov. What Man, but wou'd for ever ſcorn, deſpiſe 

his falſe Ingrate—Bur I'm a Slave to Love, and bound 
y Life, with 
Vall 


Humour, and can bear it all. 


* 


48 © The GAMEST ER. 


with ſuch a Chain, no Injuries can break — Something 
muſt be done; but what I know not. CExit.Þ 


| Mrs. Burry comes forwards. : 

Betty, So; my 2 has brought herſelf into a fine 
Præmunire. Well, I'm glad I heard this; and hope 
to make it turn to Mr. Lovewell's Advantage who is 
a generous Man, and deſerves a Counteſs. (Exit. | 


SCENE changes to Lady WEATITAV's Lodging s. 
Lady W 8ALTHY ſola. | 


L. Veal. So; thus far I'm ſucceſsful : The Porter 


ſays he was tranſported with the Letter, and will in- 

ſtantly be here Who's there? (Enter Footman.) Bid 

my Woman come hither. | 
Footm She's not within, Madam, 
L. Yeal. How, not within! 


Footm. Here ſhe comes. 


Enter BETT . 


L. Weal. Hey ! where have you been to put your- 
| 2 Baſe” 


ſelf in this Heat? | | 

Betty. Speaking to a Relation, Madam. ( 

L. Meal. A Relation; ſure *'rwas a warm Conference 
has lefr ſuch Signs on't in your Cheeks-—Ser my Toy- 
ler—I'll throw theſe mournful Blacks away-—adorn'd | 
in chearful White, receive and charm my Hero. 

Betty. Mr. Loveavell, Madam ? 

L.}/eal. No, Fool: When did you ever ſee me dreſs! 
at an old Lover? He's mine, ſecurely mine: Bur Va- 
lere, the Gay, the Rover, the unconquer'd Rambler ; 
he, he alone deſeryes my Care. 

Petty. Madam, might I preſume to ſpeak—— 

IL. Weal. Your Nonſenſe freely; I am in a good} 


_ Betty. 


turn ! 
laid t 


See 
4 
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Betty Then /alere is the moſt ungrateful-—and Mr. 
Lovexwell the moſt accompliſh'd of any Man breathing. 
* L. Heal. Ha, ba, ha: And this is your Speech—— 
FJ Lovewwell is beholden to you truly; and Mr. Vale re 
2 ſhall know his Friend. 


thing | 
Exit. 


es - Betty. I hate him, Madam: And you have Reaſon. 
1 L.. tal. Peace. I find I gave you too much Liberty. 
— ; Enter a FooTMAN. 

„ Pootm. Madam, a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 


L Weal. Humph ! from Loveavell : I know the Hand; 
ſome Compliment, ſome diſmal Madrigal, or tedious 
3 Dirty, in worſe Profe, I am ſure. (Opens it.) Ha, my 
own Bill ! What means this Madam You have 
beſtowed your Favours unworthily : . Notwithſtanding thjs 
Proof, I could have fought, defended you beyond Demonſtra- 
tion; but your new Coice declin'd the Swvord—— and that 
Love I ſo long langaiſl'd for. | | 


Your Neglected, Injur'd ; but fill Faĩthful 
LOVEWELTD. 


your-|F. | 
3 Baſe Traytor! Is this a Man of Honour? this the Re- 


turn to my Advances—-Ir is impoſſible— He has way- 
erence laid the Porter, brib'd him, and decciv'd me. 
Toy- Betty. Indeed he has not, Madam. 


L. Meal. Why, know you aught of this? | 

Betty. Yes, I can tell you all—if you will promiſe to 
interpret for the Good of him who loves you truly, 

L. Weal. Come in, and let me hear the Story——If 
Valere has triumph'd o'er my Weakneſs, and exos'd 
my unrequeſted Bounty 


dorn'd| 


> dreſs} 
ut Va- 
abler; 


= Sch a Repulſe may fix this and ring Heart; 
good 2 And conſtant Love may meet its due Deſert. (Going. 


| Betty. | | C Enter 


— — — — — 
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Enter the MarqQuiss. 


Marg. Torn back, bright Fair, and liſten to an Ac- 


tion glorious as Conde, Luxembourg, or Heſs, or any | 


He-that ever grac'd the Ficld. 


L. Weal. More Plagnes I begin to grow weary of N 


this Train of Fools Pray, make your Story ſhort, Sir, 
Marg. I'll be as conciſe as the Heroic Deed 
Vidi, Vici, as Caſar ſaid. 


| Il eal. Over whom was this Conqueſt ? your Foot- | 


man and your Taylor! 5 
Alaro. No, Madam, over my Rival, /alere. 
L. Meal. Ha! where meet you that Report: 
' Marg. Every where The World ſays you are in 


Dove with him—'Tis all the Diſcourſe at the Chocolate- © 


533 ! I am become ſo wretched—1 


ſhall be ſung in Ballads ſhortly. 


arg.  Havitig a profound Reſpect for your Lady. 


ſhip-—-away flew I to. his Lodgings-—where I had no 
ſooner enter'd, but the Memory of your Wrongs—ſer 
the ſtormy Marks of Anger on my Brow——Sir, ſaid 
I—Sir, ſaid he, your moſt humble Servant—Sir, ſaid 
I—hcre is a Rumour ſpread abroad, prejudicial to the 


* 


Reputation of a Lady whom I have honour'd with my |? 


Efteem. | 
L. Heal. Honour'd ! Oh, audacious !. 
Aarg. And Report ſays you are the Aut 

I? ſaid he, in the meekeſt, humbleſt Tone, 

Lover begg'd in-—frighten'd out of his Wit 

Name, I pray-—-which when I had told him, 


FR 


him draw, he poorly diſclaim'd his Paſſion ; and fd "1 
might take you with all his Heart, for he wou Het 


leni, 14 


: Who i 


Now, my | 


L. Wal. 
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L. Neal. Vour R- ward; never to ſee me more: For 
tho' I love Valour, 1 know this Story falſe and you 
made up of Cowardice De'e hear—it ever my Doors 
are open (Enter thre: Footmen) to this bold Intruder more, 
Fil have your Liveries pull'd over your Ears. [Ex#t. 

Marg Gone ! I durſt have ſworn th: wou'd have 
marry'd me for the News—-Now here's a good Inven- 
tion loſt Ah poor Monficur Markee, thou'lc never 
thrive wich theſe Women of Qualicy-—I muſt to ſome 
rich toothleſs City Dame 


On them my Courage and my Shame may paſs : 
Theſe Court-end Wits diſcover me an Ai. (Exit, 
SCENE the Street. 
HECTOR ſolus. 
Hect. Well, I have not Patience any longer to ſee 


this Maſter of mine play I find which Way he's go- 
ing—-Oifo, herc's his Fainer—-How thall 1 fend him 


away For if he ſhould ſee his Son come our of this 
 Gaming-Houſey, we ſhall be undone again [nter 


Sir Thomas J alere] Oh, Sir, I have been all over the 
Town to look you 

Sir . For what pray? Did my laſt Greeting pleaſe 
you ſo well, that you've a Mind to more ON'--——— 
Where's the Rake your Maker ? 

Hect. Oh, Sir, happy, happy beyond Expreſſion 
He's with Angelica, who has preſented him wich her 
Picture, ſet round with Gems of ineſtimable Value. 


der | Sir 7. Ha! Say'f thou fo, Boy ! And is he likely 


do carry Angelica? 


Het. Carry her, Sir; why the Buſineſs is döne, and 


nothing wanting but your Preſence, with a Lawyer, to 
fit em for the Prieſt Good Sir, make hafte- 
Sir Jo. I'll be there in an Inftant And ſhail | be 


a Gyandfather adad—-I cold find in iny Heart to give 
thee Six-pence for thy News-—And I will roo—-there 


2 Hector; 
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Hefor, drink your young Maſter's and Lady's Health, 
Sirrah—Ah my dear Boy Jemmy, I forgive thee all-— 


I'm fo tranſported, I think it an Age till I embrace 


thee. . LExit. 


Hect. Fore George, if this old Fellow finds me in a 


Lie, as he moſt certainly will; for if Angelica hears 
my Mifter is at play again, ſhell never have him that's 
ſure too i mult let him know what I have done, 
and ger him in the Mind to go this Hour to Angelica 
or Hector's Bones will pay for't. 


To ſerve my Maſter, I a Lie may tell, : 
But <you'd not ſuffer, when I mean it «ell. [Exit. 


SCENE diſcovers a Gaming-Table, with VALERE, 


Count CoG Dir, and other Gentlemen, at Hazard, 
<vith ſeveral Rakes and Sharpers, waiting round the 
Table; a Box- Keeper and Attendants. 


Cogd. Come Seven What do you ſet Gentle- 
men ? 

Box-K. Seven's the Main. 

1 Gent. Thar. 

d Gent. Ten Pieces. 

Val. The Devil's in the Dice There, Sir, a 
Hundred Guineas. (Angrily) 

[Cogdie ratling the Box, and conſidering where to throw. 

Box K. Knock where you are, Sir. 

Cogd. I am at the faircſt only; (tbrows out the Dice) 
Come and that little Silver too. 

Box-K. Four to Seven. 

1/ Rake. Mr. Cogdie, to three a Crown, ſhall I? 

24 Rake. To three and eleven Guineas, if you pleaſe. 

1/ Sharp. Here's three Crowns to eleven, and if I 
loſe, by all that's good I know not where to eat. 

Cod. [To 1 Rake) You go to three a Crown. [to 2d 
Rake) you to three and eleven Guineas. [to Sharper] 
you ſhall go yours to eleven Jack. | 

| Box-. 


ye 
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Bor K. Pray, Sir, throw away, don't hold the Box 
all Night. 

Cogd. There, [Shakes the Box and throws three] 
you're in once Gentlemen. 

Both Rakes. We go again. 

Cogd. With all my Heart. | 

[Shakes the Box again and throws four. 

Box-K. Four, Trey-Ace. 

Coed. There, Gentlemen, I have brought you off 
again. [to the Rakes.] 


Val. You did not throw out your Dice fair, and Ill 


not yield it. 
Cogd Judgment, Gentlemen. 
1/ Gent. I think twas fair enough. 
24 Gent. Ay, ay, a Man may throw his Dice how he 
leaſes- 
: Val. Sir, I ſay this Hat's white. [in a Paſſon.] 
Coed. I ſay fo too. 
Val. Tis falſe, tis black. 
Cogd. As you ſay, I think it is black. 
Val. No, Sir, *tis neither black nor white. 
Cos d. Nay, very likely, Sir. He has loſt his 
Money and now he grows mutinous, 
Box-K. Come, pray Gentlemen don't quarrel, and 
PI! ask it round. | 
Cogd. Ask what, you Blockhead ? whether his Hat's 
black or white ? [Tofſes a Pair of Dice in his Face. 
Box-K. No, Maſter, whether you won the Money 
or nor. 
2d Gent. He won it fairly. Come Valere, I'll lend 
thee ten Pieces, ſer boldly, ſer boldly, I warrant thee 
Luck, Boy. | 
1 Gent. Ay, ay, come whoſe is the Box? 
gd. Tis mine | 
2d Gent. Throw a Main then. 
Copd. Five. 
Box-K. Five's the Main. 
Val. There take all. 
1f Gent. 'That-—— 
24 Gem. That 


C 3 Cogd. 


— 


| 
f 
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Cd. Where I was laſt. Now little Dice. 

15 al Shake your Dice. 

Cod. There, Sir, [Shakes the Dice and throws Duce, 
Ace) Oh, burn em. 

Box-K. Duce, Ace. 

Lal. Out Give me the Box —Six. 

| Bax-K.' Six is the Main. 

Coed. There, Sir, if you dare throw at it. 

Gent. That. 
2d Gent. That 
Lal. Ac you all— 

Quarter Duce. | 
Box-K. Six. Quarter Duce, you've won it, Sir. 
Coed. Um! [ Jeems diſorder d.] 
Val. Come, Seven, [Ti] brows] ; 
Box-. Seven's the Main. 
Cogd. A hundred Guineas. 
Lal. Now little Dice 
Cogd. Not another Nick ſure. 
[Speaks as Valere is going 10 throw the Dice. 
Val. Nick by 7 un- — 
_ 2:x-X, Cinque Duce. 
Cred. Oh! Blood! and Death and Fire! 
Ries and walks about in a Paſſion. 
Fal. Nine. [Throws] _ 
Box-K. Nine's the Main. 
Cred. There, Sir, III ſet you two hundred Guineas 
upon that Note. 
al. Note, Sir! Whoſe Note is it pray? 
Cogd, Why: cis very good, Sir, tis upon Sir 133 
C 


[Shakes the Box, and throws 


Val. At it, Egad. [Throws.] 

Box-K. Nine, Cinque and Quarter, the Box is due. 

Cod. Um! [Throws axvay the Dice, breaks the Box] 
Sir, I bar that Throw. 

Val. Sir, I did not ſee you, and I won it fairly. 

Cogd The Devil! I that underſtand Play fo well, to 


be bubbl'd of my Money——Sir, I ſay this Hat's white 
—— VV ho dare ſay the contrary ? 


Fal. Not I, indeed, Sir. 


Cg d. 


quar. 


7 


noth 


'- of 7 2 
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Coed. I ſay tis black. ü 

[ al. Why, as you ſay, I think 'tis black. 

Coed. J ſay, Sir, 'tis neither black nor white. 

['al. Then it ſhall be green, blue, red, or yellow, or 
what you pleaſe, Sir. I have more Manners than to 
quarrel now I'm on the winning Side, Ha, ha, ha. 

1/t Gent Prithee don't quarrel with him, you'll get 
nothing by it. /Valere will fight, you know. 

Coad. And ſo will I, Sir. You're all a Parcel of-— 
If ever I play upon the Square again-——T1I give em 
leave ro make Dice of my Bones. - 

Val. Ha, ha, ha, hold, let me pay my Debts. There, 
Sir (to 24 Gent.) 

Box-K. You owe a Box, Sir, an't pleaſe you. 

Val; There [Gives a Shillins.] 

Bex-K. You owe me a Teaſter for a Back-hand Tip, 
a little while ago, Maſter. 

al. There you Dog. [Gives him Six-pence.)] 

Box-K. Thank you Maſter-—1':] thank any Gentle- 
man that will put that Shilling in the Box. a 


Enter ANGELICA in Man's Cloaths. 


Ang. Ay, here he 1s. 
/al. Come Seven. | 
Box K. Seven's the Main. 
1 Gent, That 
24 Gent. That 
JVal. Tis mine. 
Box- K. Eleven. 
2d Gent. I never ſaw ſuch Fortune. 
1½ Gent. Here's the laſt of a Hundred, if Luck turn 
not I'm broke. 
Ang. Save you Gentlemen 
Guinea or two with you ? 
' [This while Cogdie ſits diſordered and plays by him- 
* 72 felf 0 ve F able. : 
Val. Ay, a hundred if you pleaſe, a per une Bub- 
ble this, 8 Six. en 
Box K. Six is the Main. 


may one fling off a 


C 4 Ant. 


56 Ne GAMESTER. 


Ang. Fifty Pieces, Sir. 
Val. Well ſaid Stripling— Down with em Six or a 
Dozen Dice Duce Ace Ah ſplit ir 
[Throws down the Box. 

Box-K. Duce Ace. 


Ang. Out, Sir, give me Fifty Guineas, Sir. 
Val. There tis, Sir. 
[Cogdie riſes and comes to Angelica. 

Coed. [To Angelica] Sir, will you do me the Fayour 
to let me go two Pieces with you; J am juſt ſtript. 

Ang. With all my Heart, Sir. Come, Geatlemen, 
[Throws] ſet boldly. 

Box-K. Five's the Main. 

Lal. yt momngs Guineas. 

Ang. Along [Throeps] tis mine. [Sepeeps the Maney. 
: Box K Five, Trey, Duce. 3 — 

Ang. [To Cogdie] There's your two Pieces, Sir. 

Coed. I go the four, Sir, if you pleaſe. —-.. 
Ang. By and by, Sir, you ſhall. N 

aft Gent. I'm broks; — Til be here again inſtantly. 


24 Gem. I'll throw off this Stake If Luck turn not 
I muſt home for Recruits too. W 
[Throws. 


Ang. Come on then, Sir, Six. 
Box-K. Six is the Main. | 
Fal. In my Conſcience, I believe this young Dog 
will firip us all. There, Sir. | | 
Ang. And there, Sir. [ Seveeps the Money. 
Lox-K. A Dozen. # 1 5 
2d Gent. I hope you'll ſtay till my Return? [Exit. 
Ang. If theſe Gentlemen can hold me play: 
Box-K. I hope, Gentlemen, you won't ſtay late, for 
fear of the Preſs maſters; here was two Gangs laſt 
Night before twelve a Clock. | 
(Al the Harpers ſneak of, and leave Angelica 
and V alere together. | 
Ang. Pſhaw, hang the Preſs-maſters ; come, Sir, Five. 
Box- K. Five's the Main. | 
Lal. That upon five. 
Ang. Nic. 


Bon-. 


LEri t. 
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Box-K. Five, Quarter Ace, you owe a Box, Sir. 


29 Val. Confuſion ! Did ever Man ſee the like? That 
Be, March ar twenty Guineas. [Sets a Gold Watch. 
292 Ang. Done, Sir, Nine. [Throws. 
| Box-K. Nine's the Main. | 
Ang. Tis mine. [Throws. 
U Box-. Nine, Six, and Three, a Main above a Box. 
ca. Pal. Furies and Hell That Ring at ten Guineas. 


Ang. Ha, ha, ha, with all my Heart, Sir: Six. 
again. [Throws.. 

Box-K. Six is the Main. 

Ang. Nick again, Ha, ha, ha. | 

Box- K. Six, Cinque Ace, two Mains above a Box. 

Val. The Devil I' ſer you a hundred Guineas 
upon Honour, Sir. 

Ang. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I never play upon Ho- 
nour with Strangers If you have nothing elſe to 
ſet, your humble Servanr. 
5 Pal. Death —ſhall he carry off my Money thus 
tly Hold, Sir, Friends will be here preſently, 1']l borrow 
. ſome of them. 

As. That's baulking my Hand —— I can't ſtay, Sir, 

5 | have you nothing elſe ? 


Val. Yes, one Thing, but that is dearer to me than 
my Life. [Takes out the Picture. 


og Ang. What can that be pray? | 

| Val. Tis a Picture, the Original of which is neareſt 

% to my Soul [ Kiſſes it. 
Ang. Piſh——a Trifle——Oh my Heart Vet you 

it. ſhan't ſay Lm ungenerous——whatec'er you value it at, 

or III anſwer it. | 


; Val. Value it at—lIr is not to be valued. 
aſt Ang. Then you'll not ſer it; Sir, your Servant. 
Val. Stay, Sir Luck may turn Il ſer the Dia- 

monds at two hundred Guineas. 

Ang. Oh Villain-— Well, Sir, Seven 

Box=K. Seven's the Main. | 
; [Angelica throws at the Picture. 
Box-K. Four or Seven. 
Fal. I bar the firſt Throw. 


8 | C5; Bow 
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Box-K. Bar. 


: touch 
Cangelica throws two or three Times and then Foot i 
Wins it. 1ſt ( 

Ano. Tis mine, Sir, | S 2d( 


8 Box-K. Four, Trey, Ace; you owe me three Boxes, 
Ir. 
Fal. Eternal Furies——loſt——-He ſhall reſtore it, 
or i'll cut his Throat Well, Sir, take the Dia- 
monds, but I muſt have the Picture. 
Ano. The Picture, Sir. 
Val. Ay, the Picture, Sir. | 
Anz. I won it, Sir, and I ſhan't reſtore it, I aſſure you. 
al. But you ſhall reſtore it, Sir, ere you and I part. 
Ang. It I ſhou'd draw a Duel npon my Hands here 
I'm in a fine Condition Lide] Nay, Sir, if 
you are angry, good by 
al. Nay, nay, nay, [runs between him and the Door} 
vou ſhan't carry off the Picture, by Fercules—Look'e 
Sir, either take my Bond, or fight me for't. [ Drazvs. 
Ang. Sir — trenbling] What ſhall J do? I mult be 


obiig'd to diſcover mylelt: [ Aſide. 


Enter 1 ft and 2d Gentlemen. 


1ſt Gent. Hold alere. 
2d Gent. What's the Meaning of this ? 
| a (Lays hold of Valere. 
Ang. Ha! A Lucky Eſcape [Runs off. 
Val. Away ; ſtand off; or I ſhall make my Paſſage 
2 you, Traytor, Dog—Qh I cou'd tear my Fleſh þ 
ut off theſe Hands that laid the Jewel down, and 
ſtab my Heart for having once conſented 46 ; 


Walls about raving. ; fot 


x 
— 
— 
”— 


1: Gent. What can be the Cauſe of this Paſſion? ſer 
2d Gent. Ho, he has loſt his Money—Prithee don't ye 
tet that trouble thee, Vil lend thee more—— Come let's be 
throw for the Box. a 
al. Throw for the Devil—No, henceforth a Game- m 


er is my Foce; nor ſhould the Indies bribe me even to 
| touch | d 


\ 


— 
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1 touch a Die; nor, after this Moment, will I cer tet 
en Foot in ſuch a Houſe again. 


| 1ſt Gent. The Man is mad. 

* 24 Gent. Prithee let's go ſeek out better Company. 
XESz | g LLxit. 
Val. Now I behold what a Monſter this darling din 


has made me, and loath myſelf for my long Race of 
Folly. 


Now 1 _— but oh it comes too | ate, 


And tis but Juſtice now that ſbe ſhou'd hate: 
He that flies Virtue ftill to follow Vice, 
*Tis fit, like me, he loſe his Paradiſe. 


AK N KS N RY IS 99 NS 3d AN NS NN AN Sb d 4 3235 C * 


Ar V. 
SCENE Vartrs's Lodeinrs. 


VALERE /. - 
Val. "Hat ſhall I do + There's no going near 


Angelica. The Action I have done car- 
ries ſuch a Face, that ſhe can ne'er forgive me. 


Enter HEcCToR. 


Hect. Another ſcape, Sir, another ſcape. Your Fa- 
ther was juſt at the Gaming- Houſe Door upon the hunt 
for you,—bur Thanks to my Wit, 1 found a Way to 
ſend him packing. He's gone to Angelicas with a Law- 
yer, Follow him, follow him, Sir, —If he gets there 
before you, the old Gentleman will belicve me no more 
for I told him you ftaid for him there 
minds me not. Sir, Sir; don't you hear me? 

Val. No: I'll neither hear, nor ſec, not cat, nor 
drink, nor ever reſt again. 


C 6 Hect. 


Ha; he 
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Fe. Ah, the Devil! I ſhall be as ſlender as a Hazel - 

Switch in a little Time then; for I ſuppoſe I muſt keep 

ou Company in that thin Diet—Ah ! what I dreaded 
come to paſs What then is all the Money loſt ? 

Fal. Money ! My Life, my Soul is loft. | 

Hect. Hey day! What's the Matter now? 

Val. The Picture. 

Hect. The Picture, Sir, —(with a frightful Look.) 
Mercy on us ; ſhake your Pockets, ſhake your Pockets, 
Sir. [Runs to Valere and ſhakes his Coat Pockets. 

Lal. Hold off: I tell thee I loſt it at Play. 

Hect. Why then you have play'd fair ——Why what 
will you do now, Sir ? 

Val. Cut your Throat, Sirrah, and then my own. 

G bold of Hector. 

Hect. Twas none of my Fault, Sir. [Half weeping. 
Val. O ro! it was my own: For had I tan thy 
Counſe], this Curſe had been prevented. 

Hect. Ay, Sir, but a Gamefter's Life was the moſt 
pure of any —their Fob was a Fund, and their 

ands Philoſophers Stones. Ay, Sir. 

41. No more—-go fetch me a Book—— („ts down. 

Flect. What Book Sir: 

Val. The firſt that comes to your Hand, no matter 
Which. , (Exit Hector, returns with a Bock. 

Hlect Here's Seneca, Sir. vo 3 
Val. Well, read Was ever Man ſo unfortunate! 

[walking about in a thinking Poſture. 

Hlect. Who? I read Seneca, Sir. 

Val. Why not? ; 

Hect. I ſeldom read any Thing, Sir, but Almanacks. 

Val. Oh read, read at a venture. To loſe upon 
$cven when the Chance was Four! Confuſion ! [famps, 

Hect. reads Be not taken with the glittering Dreams 
of Riches, their Poſſeſſion brings Trouble : Tranquility 
is a certain Fquality of Mind, which no Condition of 
Fortune can neither exalt or depreſs. If his Fortune 
be , he tempers it; if bad, he maſters it. 

al. The Devil was in me, that I cou'd not leave off 
when I was a Winner. 
Het. 


r 


n 
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Hect. What is the End of Ambition and Avarice ? 
We are but Stewards of what we falſely call our own. 
All thoſe Things which we purſue with 15 much Hazard, 
for which we break Faith and Friendſhip, what are the 
but the meer Depoſicor of Fortune, and not ours, but al- 


ready inclining rowards a new Maſter.—Now will I be 


hang d, if Seneca himſelf was not given to CO 
Sir, don't you think this looks like a Moral Refle&ion 
after a Loſs In my Conſcience, I'm half in the Mind 
that he play'd away a Miſtreſs's Picture too.— 
Fal Ha! Name it not, for if thou doſt, I'll ſhake 
thee into Atoms. (ſhaking him. 

Hect. Ah Sir, I've done, I've done, But, Sir, 
this Seneca was a wonderful Man Was he ever in 
London, Sir ? 

Val. No, he lived at Rome.-——Not one in ten, Oh 


wretched Luck ! 


Hect. That's a long way off— thought indeed 'twas 
ſomething made his Morals ſo little minded. Come, 
Sir, Courage. $ | | 

Val. Yes, I'll to the Camp, there, in the Service of 
my Country, expiate my Follics, 

Hect. To the Camp, Sir, what do you mean? Ods- 
bud, Sir, go to Angelica this Minute, and marry her 
out of hand, ſhe does not know you have loſt the Pic- 
ture, and when once ſhe's ſecure, if ſhe asks for ir, ſtop 
her Mouth with Kiſſes, Sir. 
Hlect Well, I will go, if but to take my leave of her 
For I much fear ſhe'll read Guilt in my Face 


This I reſolve, whatever Fate's in ſtore, 
To touch the Curſt Infectious Dice na more, 


Hect. Ay, ſtick you but there, and I warrant we 
proſper. | 


SCENE 


* 
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3 CEN E the Lady We aALTHY's Hoſe. 
Enter Lady WEALTHY, Ari. BzTTY to ber. 
Betty. Madam, Mr. Lovewell to wait on your Lady 
"L Neal. How ſhall I ſee him ! Shame and Confuſion 
riſes in my Face, yet it is not in my Temper to own 


my ſelf in the wrong, if he upbraids me, this is the laſt 
Viſit, bring him up 


Enter Mr. LovEWELL. 


I ſuppoſe you come triumphant, but know, I give ac- 
count of my Actions to no Man. Am, free, and will 
ſo remain. | 

Love. "Tis my hard Fortune ſtill to be miſtaken, my 
Love's too blind to think you do amiſs.—-I have ſince 
been with /alere, ſworn to him the Letter was a Plot of 
mine, the Hand and Bill all counterfeit, to ſatisfy my 
jealous ſcruple if there were Affairs between ye, he be- 
lieved it, and your Honour's free from all ill Tongues — 
And the Wretch doom'd to be hated ftill,—Am come 
to take my everlaſting leave, | | 
L.. Veal This Generoſity ſhocks me—(.{ſide.) Fare- 
wel, you have clear'd me to your Rival, but to your- 
ſelf can ſay ſhe was ungrateful and diſpiſed me, Love 
withour Efteem is a red Plant and wants its Root, 
therefore my ill Conduct parts us, and thank your ge- 
nerous Carriage for this Confeſſion Great Spiriis hard- 
ly yield themſelves to blame. | 52 


love. Nor are you, I have not watch'd ſo many Years 


your Temper, each turn and fally of your Mind, bur I 
can judge it right, Honour is center'd in your Soul; nor 
wou'd you wrong it in an eſſential Part. All your lit- 
tle AﬀeCtations are but the effects your Glaſs produces. 
which tells ye, Beauty like yours, may take ten thou- 
Land Liberties. 

| = Weal. 
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L. Weal. You have choſe acunning Way to move my 
Heart, when I was arm'd for Acculations to extenuate 
my Faults, And if I could perſuade myſelf to truſt a 
Man, I think it wou'd be you. 

Love. Oh cheriſh that kind Opinion, and if ever you 
do repent it, proclaim me to the Worid a Villain, 

L. Heal. This I reſolve in Favour of your noble 


Uſage, to baniſh from my Houſe that ſenceleſs Train of 


Fop Admirers, which I always laugh ar, and only kept 
to feed my Varity. 

Love. On my Knees I thank you; but do not, do 
not daſh my Tranſports by Delay.—Your Year of Wi- 
dowhood is juſt expir'd, — reward my conſtant Love, 
and make me happy. A Husband will fright the Fool 
Pretenders from approaching, and theſe fond Arms fe- 
cure you ever mine, | | 

L. Heal Bleſs me, is the Man mad? Here wou'd 
be a ſtrange Leap indeed, from Mortal Odds into Matri- 
mony. No, no; a little longer Time mutt try yau firſt. 

Love It Time be now requir'd, you may defer my 
Joys till Age has firew'd my Head with hoary Hairs; 
tor from my very Infancy 1 have ador'd you Tis but 
a Month ago when my auſpacious Stars inclin'd you to 
a Fit of Mercy. I ew, got a Licence, came with 
eager Hopes, at you deny'd to ſee me. The ſame Au- 
thority will do now, —Nor will I leave you, till your 
Hand tis mine. 


Enter BE TTV. 


L. Neal. Betty, come to my Aid; here's an audacious 
Man will marry me, in ſpite of my Teeth, this very 
Inſtant. 4 | . 
Betty. O Madam, the luckieſt Moment in the World. 
I have been juſt looking in Erra Pater, and there's the 
bappicft Comuriftion——Ana the Chaplain ſauntering 
about the Gardens ready for Employment. Ns 
+ Love. Nay, look not. back, your Eyes Conſent, and 


I'll have no Denial. 


Leal. Well, this is the maddeſt Thing. 


- 
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Love. The happieſt Thing Thus 


The wandering Fair are by long Courtſhips kind, 


And conſtant Love does luckieſt Minutes find. 


-[Exeunt. 
Enter ANGELICA, 


Ang. Lovecvell and my Siſter; happy Pair II am 
only curſt in a looſe Reprobate, whom no Chance, no 
Obligation can fix. I muft reſolve to blot him from my 
Soul but how hard tis to efface the firſt Impreſſion— 
Valere, if I can part with thee, Mankind will be upon 
the Square, Thy Uncle may ſucceed ; Old or Young : 
For I ſhall never look with loving Eyes again—Let me 
think To loſe my Picture O unpardonable Fault. 


Enter Don AN TE and Mrs. Fa vouxir zx at a Diſtance. 


Fav. Now, Sir, is your Time; ſhe is horridly out 
of Humour, I know tis with Valere; for nothing elſe 
makes her ſo. | | 

Dor. Madam, I hope you will pardon my Intrufion, 
when 'tis to warn you of approaching Danger. I can 
prove to you my Nephew has broke all his Oaths, and 


play'd with the veryeſt Rakes the Town affords, in a 


publick Gaming-Houſe. 

Ang. Malice, Malice all, 

Dor. As this is true or falſe, may I your Love enjoy. 

Ang. Suppoſe ir true, am I confin'd to make my 
Choice in your Family—or indeed to chooſe at all-— 
Perhaps I'1l never marry. | 

Dor. O ſay not ſo ; let not ſo much Beauty loſe the 
End of its Creation—Y ou ſhould bleſs the World with 
your Increaſe. 

Ang. Methinks you are too much in the Wain to 
think of Increaſe—However, I am yet reſoly'd on no- 
thing—and deſire to be freed from Importunity—'Tis 
well you | 7 | 
«J | 
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Enter VALERE and HECTOR. 


are come : Your Uncle has been uſing all his Rhetorick 


to ſupplant you. - 
Hef. The Day's our own: She's in a pure Humour. 
[ Aſide. 

Val. No clandeſtine Dealings, Uncle, I beſeech you: 
Give me fair Play and let the Lady choſe 

Ang. With what Aſſurance he approaches. [ 4ſide. 

Dor. However her Choice may go, I know who de- 
ſerves her moſt—I'm no Gameſter, Sir—Her peaceful 
Hours of Reſt ſhall ne'er be broke by me. 

Hef. That I dare ſwear. [ 4ſide. 

Val. No Reflections, Sir, on former Follies. You in 
your Youth doubtleſs had your Share—tho* now you 
are paſt em, and only rail at what you can't enjoy 
Bur 1 in my full Strength and Vigour give em over, re- 
ſolving never to indulge the tempting Vice again. 

Dor. This you have often ſwore, and as often broke 
your Vous. | 

Val. J have: But tis not in the Pow'r of Fate to make 
me do't again; and what's paſt this Lady has forgiven. 
Ang. To end your Diſputes, Mr. Dorante, I'll now 
own to you, that my Heart has been long ſince given 
to Valere——and this Morning I renew'd my Vows. 

F * O Tranſport ! Now, Uncle, I hope you are ſatis- 
ed. 

Dor. No, Sir, I am not ſatisfied—-nor can I believe 
what ſhe ſays real, without condemning her Judgment. 
Ang. A ſtrange poſitive old Man this-—/alere, pray 
clear his Underitanding—Shew him the Preſent I made 
you to Day; then let him judge who I deſign my Heart 
or. 

Val. Ha! What ſhall I ſay? [4ſide. 
Het. O, I'm thunder-ftrack! LAlide. 
Val. O ſpare his Age, Madam, I forgive him, He is 

my Uncle, and I vou d not triumph Twou d make 
him mad, ſhou'd I produce the Picture. 


Ang. 
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Ang. No, no, fear not ; 'tis rather Charity : For 
ſince he refuſes to believe my Words, "tis but Reaſon 
he ſhou'd have ocular Demonſtration, 

Val. He that doubts what's utter'd by that Tongue, 
is unwerthy of your farther Care — Therefore pardon 
me, Madam ; a 'Thing 1o ſacred as your Image, never 
ſhall convince him. 

Hect. Well hinted, I faith. ( Aſide. 

Ang. But when I deſire it, methinks you ſhou'd not 
refuſe. Obedience becomes a Lover. 

Hect. Loſt again. (Aſide. 

Val. You ever ſhall command me 3 l 

(Freeling firſt in one Pocket, then in tother. | daſe to 


Ha! Where did I put it!? Crew 
Hect. Humph. (Lifting up his Eyes. | Val. 
Ang. I'm amaz'd at his Impudence ! (fd. Ang 
Val. Bleſs me; ſure I did not leave it in the Bed. Vor. 

Which Way ſhall 1 come off: —(Aſide.) — Hector. Val. 
Hect. Sir (Looking very ſimply. only th 
Val. Did you not ſee a Picture any where io Day 2 s * 
Hect. A Picture, Sir — In a kind of Fright. Pon it. 


Val. Ay, a Picture. What makes you look fo Sirrah? et an 


Ha I ſuſpect your Rogueſhip has done ſomething with it. Ang. 
Hect. O dear Si- (Trembling. [Pave c 
Val. Where is it? Speak, Raſcal, or Fl] cut your ir, th 

Ears off. (Draws. he lea 
He#. O Sir, forgive me, and I'II tell you the whole FP" th 

Truth. (Falls on his Knees. Pear) 
Ang. What means the Fellow? (ſide. VE LI 
Val. What will you tell me, Sirrah ? Dor. 
He&. Why, Sir, fearing that your Pocket might be . 

pick'd, or your Lodgings robb'd, and you might loſe } lict, I 

the Picture, and that I thought wou'd break your M$ 9%. 

Heart, knowing how much you did eſteem the Piece, I Frdon 

took it, Sir, to a famous Painter of my Acquaintance to 

have it copied, Sir, that's all. PE Ng ob E 


Ang. A well invented Tale. | (Aſide. 
Val. Fly Sirrah, and fetch it. (Slaps him on the Back. 
Hect. Ves Sir. | the (going. 
Ce Ang. | 


* 
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For Ang. Oh you may ſpare your Pains, Sir the Picture 
s already here (pulls it out) now Sir, do you bluſh ? 

Val. Jam amaz d to think how ſhe came by ir. (Aide. 
s Eef#. Ruin'd paſt Redemption—Oh, oh, oh,—thar 
uch a compleat Lye ſhould turn to no Account. (Aſide. 
Ang. Ungrateful Man. : 


Dor. How, how's this? 


ſide. Ang. Is this the Price you ſet upon my Favours ?-— 
not Ihe Sight of this would mind you of your Duty if I 


emember, thoſe were your Words But I preſume you 


ide. reant ir ſhou'd remind you of a laſt Stake—How have 
been deceivd. Is ir poſſible thou couldft be ſo 
ber. paſe to expoſe my Picture at a common Board, amongſt 
Crew of Revellers. | 
yes. I Pal Madam. | 
232 Ang. Be dumb, and make no impudent Excuſes, 


Bed. Dor. Dol, dol, dery, dol, dery, dol. | (Sings. 
„ Val. No, Madam, I fhall not ſtudy to excuſe myſelf, 


ly. bnly this, I am not guilty of all your charge, for there 
y? [panonein preſence when I loft ir, bur the Youth thar 
ie be. von it. W ho had not liv d to have brought it you; had 
ah: pot an unlucky Chance prevented me. 

h ir. Ang. Then to conceal your 'Treachery, you wou'd 
ling. |@ave committed Murder,—-excellent Moraliſt.—-But, 
your Fir, the Privacy of the Act you boaſt of Does not in 
abc. be leaſt extenuate your Crime; I told you whilſt you 
hole kept that Picture, my Heart was yours, but you grew 


F-cary of the Trifle, and reftor'd it back, and now I 


Dave Liberty to give it to whom I pleaſe. 
Dor. I hope you are ſatisfied now, Nephew, ha, ha, ha. 
t be | Val. I am with every Thing this Lady is pleas'd to in- 
loſe |Wift, I know ſhe can uſe me no worſe than I deſerve.— 
our on the Foulneſs of my Guilt, and will not hope for 
Me. TI i ardon. , | | 
de to 


Enter Sir Tuomas VALERE with a Lawyer. ' 


Hes. Nay then we are Friendleſs indeed —Sir, Sir, 
ing. hall I fee what Seneca ſays upon this Head? 5 
Ang. (Aſide to 9 

| | at. 
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Sir 7 

Val. Away, and Plague me not. Ha, my Fa-Flive to 
ther. nothing 
Sir Tho. I'm bleſt, beyond Expreſſion ble ſt.— Ma- III deſire 


dam, I wiſh you Joy: My Son, I have brought Mr. De- the un 
murr the Lawyer, I'll reſerve but Five Hundred charge 
a Year for my ſelf, the reſt is thine, Boy, — full tation n 
Two Thouſand Pounds per Annum. „pour F. 
Ang. Sir Thomas, your Words carry a Meaning inf going + 
*'<m———which I am a Stranger to. Hiect. 
Sir Tho. Meaning, Madam—I hope my Son and you - 
underſtand one another's Meaning, —and I underſtand Val. 
it too, Madam. Come, Mr. Demurr, where are] and chi 
the Writings of my Eftate ?!——He ſhall make thee af} Preſen: 
ſwinging Jointure, my Girl, — : I choſe, 
Ang. You muſt pardon me, Sir Thomas—my Mind's} Ang 
alrer'd. ing. 
Sir Tho. How ! Did you not Promiſe ? Val. 
Ang. Suppoſe I did. When a Man breaks all his make 
Oaths to me, I know no Reaſon I ſhould keep my Hit nor, 
Word with him. 1 125 : Ling dif 
Flea. An Hettov, Hector, what will become or thee I've lo 
. (Aſide. Wealr 
Sir Tho. Why I underſtood theſe Quarrels' were ask Pat 
made up——and as a Token of your being reconcil'd, my K. 


you made him a Preſent of your Picture. {utter | 
Ang. True,—and that's the Thing that parts us. from n 
Sir Tho. What do you mean ? | as diſt: 


deritand her? Ang 
Sir Tho. Malice and Marriage, Brother, ill becomes ix ſome 
your Vears.— She does not mean it ſo. 5 Sir 
Ang. Indeed but I do. 7 Vai. 
Sir Tho. Say you ſo Madam ?—then I'll do you Juſ- And 
tice immediately. (Draws) Sirrah, I'll ſave the Hang-ſTbarba1 
man a Labour, will you Baſtard. | J I forg 
Val. Do, kill me, Sir; you ſhall find I will not venta ſobe 
one Groan,—for my Soul has ta'en it's Flight already, ¶ ſwear: 
—My baſe Ingratitude has deeper-ftabb'd my Heart, this l 
than now your Sword can do. ng Ay 


Dor. He gam'd it away, Brother; now do you wy to thin 


* 
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Sir Tho. Say you ſo, Sirrah ?——then J hope you'll 


live to want nothing, for I'll take care you ſhall have 
nothing to ſupport your Extravagance 
I defire you to make my Will this Minute,—and put 


Mr. Demurr, 


the ungracious Rogue down a Shilling. ——Sirrah, I 
charge you never to come in Sight of me, or my Habi- 
ation more ;—nor do you hear, dare to own me for 
your. Father. —Go, "Troop, Sirrah, I ſhall hear of your 
going up Holborn- Fill in a little Time. —— _ 
Hiect. So, there's all my Wages loſt —— 
Ang. Ha! This Uſage ſhocks me. (Aſide, 
Val. Sir, I promiſe you to obey you to a Tittle —— 


and this undutiful Child ſhall ne'er offend you with his 


Preſence more.—Y ou but enjoyn, but I before had 


choſe, for England now would be the worſt of Fates. 


Ang. My Heart beats as if the Strings were break- 
ing. (Alide. 
Val. Madam, there is but one Requeſt that I will 
make — then take my Leave for ever, and if you grant 
it not, I ſhall be ſo much more Unhappy. My be- 
ing diſinherited weighs not a Hair, compar'd with what 


I've loſt in loſing you, whom my Soul prefers before al] 


Wealth, Friends or Family.——Then, where ſhou'd I 
ask Pardon but where I moft have injur'd ?—Thus on 


my Knces, I beg you not to hate my Memory, nor 


ſuffer the Follies which I have now Caſhier'd for ever 
from my Breaſt ; —(bur Oh too late) to drive my Name 
as diſtant as my Body from you, — ſometimes vouchſafe 


Sto think on loſt Falere. 


Ang. There is nothing ſo indifferent but we think of 
it ſometimes. 
Sir Tho. Sirrah—begone I ſay. . [Puſhes him. 
Val. I have done — Now Madam, Erernally adieu. 

Ang. Shall I ſee him ruin'd - no—that wou'd be 
barbarons beyond Example. —Valere, come back, ſhou'd 


forgive you all—Wou'd my Generofity oblige you to 
a ſober Life, Can you upon Honour (for you ſhall 
fear na more) forſake that Vice that brought you to 
this low Ebb of Fortune? 


Val. 


(Aide. 


— 
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Val Ha! Oh let me fold thee in my Repentiry 
Arms——and whiſper to thy Soul, that am entirely 
chang'd——( Embraces her) Yes my Love, I ſwear the 
Courſe of Life that I've run hitherto—is grown more 
hateful to me than 'Toads or Adders; and I wou'd as 
ſoon keep thoſe Animals in my Boſom, whoſe Sting [ 
know would kill me, as once indulge my former bt ol. 
lies. 

Ang. Then I am happy. —Know I was the Youth 
w won the Picture, and you parted with it to my- 
ſelf. 

Hect. I ſhall die with Joy, that's certain — (_.4ſie. 


al. Then I did not break my Oach entirely, you 


were excepted, Madam. 


Sir Tho. How lucky a Turn is this! Madam your | 


Example is too good not to be follow'd VFalere, | 
forgive thee, and confirm my firſt Deſign :>—Blets you 
both. Now Brother, I hope you'll believe you can't 
get my Boy's Miſtreſs from him. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dor. Nor he ſhan't get a Penny of my Eftate Bro- 
ther, remember that 

Sir 7ho. He wants it not. 
here? my Lady Wealthy and her old Lover. 


Enter LovEWELL, and Lady WEALTAV. 


Love. Wiſh me Joy, Friends, wiſh me Joy. 


Sir Tho. With all my Heart, for in my Conſcience | 


thou deſerv'it her.— — 

Ing: I with you Joy, Sifter ; here let all Quarrels 
ceaſe. 5 

L. Neal. I over-heard your Reconciliation, —aud I 
wiſh you the ſame. 

Love. Oh my Friend! Sure never was Man bleſt 


like me. | (To Valere. 
Val. Yes, 1 can boaſt a Happineſs beyond thee, 


forgiving Temper, rais'd to laſting Joy. 


Enter 


Ha! Who have we] 


(Salutes her. 


il 
that merited her endleſs Scorn, am, by her ſweet | 
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Enter Marquiſs of HAZ ARD. 


| Marg. I underſtand you are married, Madam; and 
come to wiſh you Toy, 
Diable men porte. 
L. Meal. Oh Monſieur Marque, I'm infinitely oblig'd 
to you e'er ſince your Knight-Errantry with Valere iu 
Defence of my Honour. 
Marg. A duce of that unlucky Story. —-No Words 
on't now, Madam, I beſeech you. 
Val. How's that: 
Marg. By the Honour of France I ſhall be diſcover'd. 


Enter BETTY. 


Betty. Madam, Mrs. Security has brought a Pair of 


very fine Diamond Ear-Rings to ſhow you, they were 
loſt in Pawn, ſhe ſays, and therefore ſhe can afford 
them an extraordinary Penny worth. 


L. Meal. Biting her in. 


Enter Mrs. SECURITY. 


Well, Mrs. Security, are they very fine ones? 

Mrs. Sec. As fine a Pair as ever your Ladyſhip faw 
in all your Life, Madam. [Gives her the Ear-Rinos.] 
Bleſs me, — What do I ſee, my Couſin Robin Skipp ? I'm 
glad to ſee thee with all my Heart.— (To the Marquils. 

L. A eal Do you know what you ſay, Mrs. Security? 
That is a French Nobleman. 

Mrs Sec. A Nobleman,— 
don'c know my Brother's Son? 

Marg. A Pox of ſuch Kindred, 
our 

Mrs Sec. Why how long haſt thau been in Exgland, 
Robert ?2—T hear thou wert a Footman to the Prince 
of Conti. My old Maſter, Sir William, asks 
mightily how thou doſt. 

Onnes. Ha, ha, ha. 

Val. How's this, the Marquiſs of Hazard a Foot- 
man ? Ha, ha, ha, | 

| Hect. 


What do you think I 


Now all will 


I do it with a bon cœur, le 
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fore take this. 
 waly —— Well this is my Maxim ſtill- 


Let's have a Dance. of W 


Val. Now Virtus $ pleaſing Proſp ect's ir in m 


HeR. Brother give n me thy Hand. — — Hold, now 1 ö 
think on't, keep your Diſtance Friend, for a Valet 
de Chambre is above a Footman.— (HKrut. 

L. Weal. My Footmen, Sir, will ſhow you into the 
Burrery ; a Horn of ſmall Beer my quench your Thirſt 


of Honour. Ha, ha. 


Fal. This Morning he boaſted of his Royal Blood at 
my Lodgings,—— but hiz Cowardiſe confirm d me 
what he is 

L. Ital. He told me he was at your Lodgings, and 
preſented you with a Tweague by the Noſe, —— 

Val. How, Scoundrel, beneath my Sword, and there- 
(Kicks hum. 
Marg. Very fine, very fine Breeding, Gentlemen, | 


$ 


2 * eee . 


Merits above vbe that's born to Mean. Exit. 


Mrs. Sec. Tis dirtily done of you Mr. Valere, ſo it 
is, to kick a Man for nothing His Father, * 
I fay it, was as honeſt a Man as ever broke Bread, and 


I cou'd find it in my Heart to 


L. I cal. No more of your Noiſe, Waic without 
Sir Tho. Come, ce edo of thi ſence,— 


A Country - Dance. 25 ITO j 


With double Care 1'Il all her Paths purſue; 
god proud to think Iowe this Change to you. (Jo 4565 
6 irtue that gives more ſolid Peace of f Mind . 
Than Men in all their vicious Pleaſures find; 
Then each with me the Libertine reclaim, , 
And fur whit links his Fortune, and his We | 
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